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BEFORE MAIN TITLE AND CREDITS 

FADE IN: 
A GREY VOID. SWIRLS OF THREATENING, EVER-CHANGING, 
STORM-SKY COLOR. 

A chilling, “Phantom of the Opera" organ chord. A VOICE NOT 
UNLIKE GOD'S (or Charleton Heston's) intones the following 
"prologue". Simultaneously, the words scroll slowly 
across the screen. 

VOICE 
(Mock-serious, church-like music 
under) 
On the twenty-third day of the month of 
September, in an early year of a decade 
not too long before our own--the human 
race suddenly encountered a deadly threat 
to its very existence. 
(Beat) 
And this terrifying enemy surfaced--as 
such enemies often do--in the seemingly 
most innocent...and unlikely...of places. 

Music climaxes in a DRUMROLL as camera pulls back to 
reveal that the above-mentioned grey void is really a 
puddle of muck in a foul Skid Row gutter and that a WINO 
is passed out beside it, his long black hair soaking in the goo. 
The DRUMROLL continues as we move up to reveal: 

EXT. MUSHNIK'S SKID ROW FLORISTS. 

A run-down storefront flower shop, just beyond the gutter. 
The building is so old, so forlorn, so dilapidated, it seems 
to lean to one side. As the shop's sign comes into view, there 
is an ear-splitting burst of thunder followed immediately by a 
bigger-than-life lightning flash. Suddenly, the harmless facade 
is transformed into something ominous and foreboding. And just as suddenly-- 

CRYSTAL, RONETTE, AND CHIFFON pop up in the foreground, laughing as if 
to say "scared ya, didn't we?" The DRUMROLL gives way to lilting, 
bubblegum-rock music, the intro to "LITTLE SHOP OF HORRORS".

to a Disneyesque cartoon of same and_MAIN TITLE AND 
CREDITS begin. THE GIRLS are now live actors in a cartoon 
environment. 

GIRLS 
Little Shop 
Little Shoppa Horrors 
Little Shop 
Little Shoppa Terror 
Call a cop! 
Little Shoppa Horrors 
No Oh Oh Oh No-oh! 
Little Shop 
Little Shoppa Horrors 
Bop sh' bop! 
Little Shoppa Terror 
Watch 'em drop! 
Little Shoppa Horrors 
No Oh Oh Oh No-oh! 

CREDITS CONT'D. 
As THE GIRLS reach the following section of the song, 
CARTOON VINES start to emanate from the shop. During the 
following, the vines will slowly take over the screen, 
finally obliterating the Skid Row locale and the singers. 

Shing-a-Ling 
What a creepy thing to be happenin' 
(Lookout Lookout Lookout Lookout) 
Shang-a-Lang 
Feel the Sturm-and-Drang 
In the air 
(Yeah yeah yeah yeah) 
Sha-La-La 
Stop right where you are 
Dontcha Move a thing! 
You'd better 
Tellin' you, you'd better 
Tell yo' mama 
Somethin's gonna get her 
She'd better 
Everybody'd better 
Beware! 

Come-a, come-a, come-a

CREDITS CONT'D. . 
The GIRLS have disappeared amid the cartoon vines now. 
VERY SLOWLY now, cartoon "blood" starts ooging down the 
screen, slowly covering the vines and turning everything 
red. 

Little Shop 
Little Shoppa Horrors 
Bop sh' bop 
You'll never stop the terror 
Little Shop 
Little Shoppa Horrors 
No oh oh oh no 
Oh oh oh no 
Oh oh oh no-oh-oh-oh! 

DISSOLVE TO: 
EXT--MUSHNIK'S SKID ROW FLORISTS as last credit fades. A 
radio newscast is heard O.S. 

RADIO 
At his press conference today, President 
Kennedy fielded questions concerning last 
Thursday's total eclipse of the sun, an 
unpredicted and unprecedented astrological 
phenomenon which has baffled the nation... 

INT--MUSHNIK'S. 
We move into the shop and slowly explore it as the 
broadcast continues in the background. The place is a 
mess. The flowers in the refrigerators are on their last 
legs or altogether dead. The corsages are decaying. The 
cash register is rusted and covered with cobwebs. The 
lightbulbs are bare. The FTD posters are from 1937. 
Clearly, the place hasn't had a customer in years. 

MUSHNIK 
the shop's owner, sits reading a copy of the Skid Row 
Herald Examiner. Its headline: UNEXPECTED TOTAL ECLIPSE! 
END OF THE WORLD? He glances at the door, then at the clock, 
emits a low string of Yiddish curses to himself, and returns 
to his newspaper. The broadcast continues: 

(V.O.) 
First let me say that the Unpredicted
Eclipse Commission has conducted an 
exhaustive investigation. And it is with 
great...er...relief...that I report their 
findings to you now. Gentlemen, the total 
eclipse which occurred on Friday, 
September 13th did not, in fact, occur at 
all. 

REPORTER 
But the entire country saw it, Mr. 
President. 

KENNEDY 
Nonetheless. That total eclipse of the sun 
was a hoax! 

REPORTER 
(V.O.) 
What kind of a hoax, Mr. President? 

KENNEDY 
A Soviet hoax, Mr. Cronkite. 

GASPS from the radio. MUSHNIK could not be less 
interested. CAMERA moves past him, through a DOOR at the 
back of the shop's main room, through a small adjoining 
STOREROOM, down a dingy flight of STAIRS, and into-- 

THE BASEMENT. 
As we explore it, we see that these dank surroundings have 
been transformed into someone's pathetic living quarters. 
Clothes, junk-food containers, assorted mess everywhere.
 
But, blooming amid the decay and debris, are thousands of 
strange and exotic plants. They're growing lavishly in 
coffee cans, shaving mugs, the most unlikely containers, 
nourished by makeshift growlights. 

We continue past them until we arrive at a beat-up 
console radio, the source of the broadcast we've been listening to.

ANNOUNCER 
The President went on to say that citizens 
are advised to remain calm. Contrary to 
popular rumors, the Commission has found 
no hard evidence whatever that the Total 
Eclipse has anything to do with The End of 
the World!

And on that optimistic note, we see A HAND reach down and 
change the station. MUSIC from the radio now: Phil Spector 
and The Crystals' 1963 arrangement of "Uptown"... 

RADIO 
He gets up each morning and he goes 
downtown. 
Where everyone's his boss and he's lost in 
an angry land. 
He's a little man. 
But then he comes 
Uptown each evening to my tenement... 

SEYMOUR 
the owner of the hand that changed the station, lies on a 
beat-up cot in this, his basement apartment, listening to 
the music. His eyes are full of dewy, unendurable longing. 
He stares up through the basement window at something or 
someone across the alley outside. It's... 

AUDREY 
We see her from SEYMOUR'S POV, standing in the window of 
her tenement flat ,looking worriedly into a mirror, 
struggling vainly to conceal a black eye with Cover Girl 
liquid makeup. 

As the song on the radio reaches the part about "He don't 
get no breaks and he takes all they've got to give," 
SEYMOUR decides he's had enough and switches the station 
again. He moves quickly past "The Monster Mash" to: 

ANNOUNCER 
Hi there, Gardening Enthusiasts! 

SEYMOUR 
(Absently, to himself) 
Hi. 

ANNOUNCER 
Got your Green Thumb ready? 

SEYMOUR 
Sure. 

ANNOUNCER 
Today we're going to talk about Problem 
Children...You know...That ONE little 
plant you just can't seem to do ANYTHING with?

SEYMOUR reaches to the table beside his bed and picks up a 
pathetic little PLANT, potted in a Maxwell House coffee 
can. The poor thing is clearly on its very last legs. Its 
avocado-like pod is withered and dry, its leaves are 
brown, and its little brown tendrils resemble polio 
victims. 

A paper label, printed in SEYMOUR's childish 
block-letters and Scotch-taped to the side of the coffee 
can, declares the PLANT's name: AUDREY TWO. 

ANNOUNCER 
I know it seems hopeless, I know the 
prospects are dim, but come on, 
Plant-Lovers, let's give it one last shot. 
Now let's start with better nutrition for 
better buds. Where did you put that 
potash? 

SEYMOUR knows exactly where he put it--high on a SHELF, 
ten feet in the air, crammed-in among clothes, comic 
books, and a half-ton of other junk, way out of his reach. 
As the broadcast continues, he gets out of bed and starts 
piling things up precariously to try to reach it. 

ANNOUNCER 
Don't be lazy, get on out to the garage 
and get it! That little bag of potash can 
be a life-saver, believe you me. And while 
you're hustling out there, here's an 
important word from Astro Turf. 

COMMERCIAL 
Are you fed up with real grass?... 

SEYMOUR, by now, has built and climbed to the top of a tall 
and dangerous "ladder"™ of crates, boxes, and books. It teeters precariously ... 

COMMERCIAL CONT'D 
(A musical jingle) If your lawn's more trouble 
Than it's worth 
Rip it up and replace it with 
Astro Turf!

SEYMOUR loses his footing and comes tumbling to the cellar 
floor with an ear-splitting crash. 

INT -- UPSTAIRS IN THE SHOP. . . 
MUSHNIK hears the crash and looks up in exasperation from 
his paper. 

MUSHNIK 
Seymour, what is going on down there?!?! 

SEYMOUR 
(O.S.) 
Very little, Mr. Mushnik. 

MUSHNIK crumples his newspaper and starts outside. 

MUSHNIK 
(To himself) 
Aron, g'vorn, g'voxen, akebebble, 
mitzbeleh. 

EXT--THE STREET IN FRONT OF THE SHOP
 
MUSHNIK 
Look, God, what an existence I got. Misfit 
employees, bums on the sidewalk, business 
is lousy ... my life is a living hell! 

He notices CRYSTAL, RONETTE, and CHIFFON lounging idly on the 
stoop next door to the shop. 

MUSHNIK 
You! Urchins! Off the stoop! It ain't bad enough I got the winos, 
permanently decorating the storefront? I need three worthless 
ragamuffins to complete the picture? 

RONETTE 
Oh, we ain't botherin’ nobody. Are we, Crystal? 

CRYSTAL 
No, we're not, Ronette. 

MUSHNIK 
You oughta be in school. 

CHIFFON 
We on the split-shift. 

RONETTE
Right. We went to school 'til the fifth 
grade. Then we split! 

MUSHNIK 
So how do you intend to better yourselves? 

CRYSTAL
Better ourselves? Mister, when you from 
Skid Row, ain't no such thing. 

She begins the intro to "Downtown/Skid Row." 

CRYSTAL CONT'D 
Alarm goes off at seven 
And you start Uptown 
You put in your eight hours for the powers 
That have always been. 

RONETTE 
(Spoken) 
Sing it, child! 

CRYSTAL 
Til it's five P.M. 

WINO 
(Sits up in the gutter) 
Then you go 
(Collapses again) 

GIRLS 
Downtown, where the folks are broke 
Downtown, where your life's a joke 
Downtown, when you buy your token you go-- 
Home to Skid Row 
Home to Skid Row 

WINO 
(Sits up again) 
Yes, you go-- 

GIRLS 
Downtown, where the cabs don't stop 

MUSHNIK 
Downtown, where the food is slop

GIRLS 
Downtown, where the hop-heads flop 
In the snow! 
Down on Skid Row! 
Down on Skid Row! 
Number continues as WINOS, DERELICTS, BAG LADIES, and the 
rest of the earth's UNWASHED SCUM join in to sing and 
dance through Skid Row streets, alleys, and vacant lots 
with CRYSTAL, RONETTE, and CHIFFON in the lead. The effect 
should do for The Bowery what Gene Kelly did for Paris. A 
tongue-in-cheek musical travelogue of The Lower Depths. 

GIRLS and CHORUS 
Uptown you cater to a million jerks 
Uptown, you're messengers and mail-room 
clerks 
Eatin' all your lunches at the hotdog 
carts 
The bosses take your money and they break 
your hearts 
And uptown you cater to a million whores 
You disinfect terrazzo on their bathroom 
floors 
Your jobs are really menial, you make no 
bread 
And then at five o'clock you head... 

WINO SOLO 
By subway... 

ALL 
Downtown. 

CUT TO:

INT--AUDREY'S ROOM 

She puts the finishing touches on a make-up job that 
all-too inadequately conceals her black eye. 

AUDREY 
Where the guys are drips. 

ALL 
(O.S.) 
Downtown!

AUDREY 
Where they rip your slips. 

ALL 
(O.S.) 
Downtown! 

AUDREY 
(Putting on her leopard-print jacket) 
Where relationships are no-go! 

As she moves through the door of her apartment, camera 
pulls back for LONG SHOT: 

EXT--SKID ROW 

The entire derelict chorus is posed hyper-dramatically a 
la West Side Story, singing in powerful chorus: 

ALL 
Down on Skid Row 
Down on Skid Row 
Down on Skid Row 
Down on Skid Row 
Down on Skid Row 
Down on Skid Row 
Down on Skid Row! 

QUICK CUT TO: 

INT--BASEMENT 
SEYMOUR, recovering from his fall, sings as he cleans up 
his mess. 

SEYMOUR 
Poor! 
All my life I've always been poor 
I keep asking God what I'm for 
And he tells me, 
'Gee, I'm not sure, 
Sweep that floor, kid' 
Oh! 
I started life as an orphan, child of the 
street 
Here on Skid Row! 

He glances through his window to see MUSHNIK on street 
outside.

SEYMOUR CONT'D 
He took me in, gave me shelter, 
A bed, crust of bread, and a job 
Treats me like dirt, calls me a slob--— 
Which I am 
So I live 

ALL 
(O.S.) 
Downtown 

SEYMOUR 
That's your home address, you live—- 

ALL 
Downtown 

SEYMOUR 
When your life's a mess, you live-- 

ALL 
Downtown 

SEYMOUR 
Where depression's jes' status quo! 

ALL 
Down on Skid Row! 

SEYMOUR, having collected the broken pots and junk from 
his fall, starts to move through the shop, on his way 
outside to discard them. 

SEYMOUR 
Someone show me a way to get outa here 
Cause I constantly pray I'll get outa here 
Please, won't somebody say I'll get outa 
here 
Someone gimme my shot or I'll rot here. 

EXT--SKID ROW 

As SEYMOUR moves outside, we see the others still posed on 
the street, singing. The sky behind them becomes lyrical 
and pink as they sing with starry-eyed intensity.


SEYMOUR 
Show me how and I 
will 
I'll get outa here 
I'll start climbin' 
Uphill 
And get outa here 
Someone tell me 
I still 
Could get outa here 
Someone tell Lady 
Luck 
That I'm stuck here 

ALL 
Downtown 
There's no rules 
For us! 
Downtown 
Cause it's dangerous 
Downtown, where 
The rainbow's just 
A no-show! 
When you live 

SEYMOUR AND 
AUDREY 
Gee, it sure would be 
Swell to get outa 
here 
Bid the gutter 
farewell and get outa 
here 
I'd move heaven and 
hell to get outa Skid 
I'd do I dunno what 
To get outa Skid 
But a helluvalot 
To get outa Skid 
People tell me 
there's not a way 
outa Skid 
But believe me 
I gotta get 
Outa Skid Row! 

ALL (Contd.)
(All, even the lowliest WINO, begin to move in slow, deliberate, 
quasi-Jerome Robbins choreography.) 
Downtown 
Where the sun don't 
shine 
Downtown 
Past the bottom line 
Downtown 
Go ask any wino 
He'll know 
Downtown 
Downtown 
Downtown 
Skid Row! 

By the end of the number, AUDREY has made her way to the front of 
the shop. She starts inside, passing MUSHNIK in the doorway. 

MUSHNIK 
So, she finally decides to come to work?
 
AUDREY 
Good morning, Mr. Mushnik. 

MUSHNIK 
What morning? It's two o'clock in the
afternoon. Not that we had a customer. 

A LOUD CRASH from the basement. 

MUSHNIK 
what in the name of God is going on down 
there? Audrey, you'd better go see what 
he's... 
(Beat) Audrey—--where did you get that shiner? 

AUDREY 
(Innocently) 
Shiner? 

INT--STORAGE ROOM. AUDREY starts to hang up her coat and 
put on her uniform, a frilly pink smock. MUSHNIK follows 
her in. 

MUSHNIK 
Audrey, that greasy boyfriend of yours, 
he's been beating up on you again? Look, 
I know it's none of my business, but I'm 
beginning to think he's maybe not such a 
nice boy. 

AUDREY 
You don't meet nice boys when you live on 
Skid Row, Mr. Mushnik. 

SEYMOUR comes up from downstairs, carrying the AUDREY TWO. 

SEYMOUR 
Hi Audrey. You look radiant today. Is that 
new eye makeup? 

Before she can answer—-- 

DOORCHIME. AUDREY, SEYMOUR and MUSHNIK exchange a startled 
glance. Could it actually be a customer? They hurry back 
into 

INT--THE SHOP 

And, yes, A CUSTOMER stands in the doorway. 

MUSHNIK 
Yessir! May we help you sir?

AUDREY 
I do arrangements. 

CUSTOMER 
I'd like one carnation, please. 

MUSHNIK 
(As AUDREY and SEYMOUR fetch it) 
One carnation. 

CUSTOMER 
That's right. 

MUSHNIK 
One single carnation. 

CUSTOMER 
Please. 

MUSHNIK That'll be thirty-five cents. You'd like 
it gift-wrapped, maybe? 

CUSTOMER 
Oh, don't bother. I'll eat it here. 

He devours the flower and leaves. MUSHNIK dejectedly 
presses a key on the cash register. It opens and dust 
flies out in his face. MUSHNIK deposits the change and 
exchanges a miserable look with his employees. 

THE CLOCK on the wall begins a slow advance from two to 
six. MUSIC. "SKID ROW" played as a minor-key dirge. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

MUSHNIK, depressed, sitting at the counter. 

MUSHNIK 
Look at that. Six o'clock and we sold one 
lousy carnation. Alright, I guess this is it. Don't bother coming in tomorrow. 

AUDREY 
You don't mean... 

SEYMOUR 
You can't mean...

MUSHNIK 
What? What? What don't I mean? I mean I'm 
closed, forget it, kaput. 

AUDREY 
You can't! 

MUSHNIK 
Kaput! Extinct. I'm closing this God and 
customer forsaken place. 

SEYMOUR 
Mr. Mushnik, forgive me for saying so, but 
has it ever occurred to you that maybe 
what the firm needs is to move in a new 
direction? 

AUDREY 
what Seymour's trying to say is, well, 
we've talked about it and we both agree. 
(Beat) 
Seymour, why don't you run downstairs and 
bring up that strange and interesting new 
plant you've been working on? 

SEYMOUR helpfully exits. 

AUDREY 
You see, Mr. Mushnik, some of those exotic 
plants that Seymour's been tinkering 
around with are really...unusual...and we 
were both thinking that maybe some of 
those strange and interesting plants, 
prominently displayed and advertised, 
would attract business. 

SEYMOUR is now standing behind them holding the AUDREY 
TWO, which looks even worse than it did before. 

SEYMOUR 
I'm afraid it isn't feeling very well 
today. 

AUDREY 
There, now isn't that...bizarre? 

MUSHNIK
At least. What kind of a weirdo plant is 
that, Seymour? 

SEYMOUR 
I dunno. It looks like some kinda flytrap, 
but I haven't been able to identify it in 
any of my books. So I gave it my own name. 
I call it an Audrey Two. 

AUDREY 
After me? 

SEYMOUR 
I hope you don't mind. 
(Beat) 
You see, sir, if you put a strange and 
interesting plant like this, here in the 
window, maybe.... 

MUSHNIK 
Maybe what? Do you have any idea how 
ridiculous you sound? Just because you 
put a strange and interesting plant in the 
window, people don't suddenly... 

ANOTHER CUSTOMER opens the door to the shop. 

CUSTOMER #2 
Excuse me. I couldn't help noticing that 
strange and interesting plant. 

MUSHNIK AND EMPLOYEES look up in amazement. 

CUSTOMER #2 (CONT'D) 
What is it? 

SEYMOUR 
It's an Audrey Two! 

CUSTOMER #2 
I've never seen anything like it before. 

SEYMOUR 
No one has. 

CUSTOMER #2 
Where did you get it? 

MUSIC: A harp? Bells? The kind of thing that signaled a
flashback in musicals of the forties and fifties. SEYMOUR 
looks off into the distance, conjuring for himself the 
vision of his first encounter with the PLANT. 

SEYMOUR 
Well--you remember that total eclipse of 
the sun a couple of weeks ago? 

FLASHBACK ("Da Doo"): 
Through this entire sequence, we hear SEYMOUR in V.O, and 
see him in the situations he describes. CRYSTAL, RONETTE, 
and CHIFFON are always in the recalled scene with him, 
just sort of there, hanging out on a stoop or lurking in a 
corner, singing backup with appropriately choreographed 
Girl-Group gestures. 

EXT--A STYLIZED, ALMOST CALIGARIAN RENDITION OF SIXTH 
AVENUE IN THE THIRTIES--THE PLANT DISTRICT. 

GIRLS 
(Sung) 
Da Doo. 

SEYMOUR is walking along, fascinated by the foliage for 
sale. 

SEYMOUR (VO) 
(spoken) 
I was walkin' in the wholesale flower 
district that day... 

GIRLS 
Shoop Da Doo. 
He passes a strange-looking florist's shop, its sign 
printed in Chinese characters. 

SEYMOUR (VO) 
And I passed by this place where this old 
Chinese man... 

CLOSEUP: AN ELDERLY MANDARIN with a crazed and evil leer. 

GIRLS (VO) 
Chang! 
Da Doo 

SEYMOUR and the MANDARIN shake hands.

SEYMOUR 
He sometimes sells me weird and exotic 
cuttings... 

MANDARIN chops a leaf off a PLANT with a dangerous-looking 
oriental saber. 

GIRLS 
Snip! 
Da Doo 

MANDARIN extends the leaf to SEYMOUR. 

SEYMOUR 
Cause he knows, ya see, that strange 
plants are my hobby. 

SEYMOUR examines it. 

GIRLS 
Da da da da da 
Da Doo! 
And decides not to buy it. 

SEYMOUR (VO) 
He didn't have anything unusual there that 
day. 

GIRLS 
Nope! 
Da doo. 

SEYMOUR starts to walk away. 

SEYMOUR (VO) 
So I was just about to, you know, walk on 
by... 

GIRLS 
Good for you! 

But suddenly, SEYMOUR stops dead in his tracks. He notices 
something in the sky! 

SEYMOUR (VO) 
When suddenly and without warning--
There was this... 

THE SKY. A TOTAL ECLIPSE occurs before our eyes. 

SEYMOUR & GIRLS (VO) 
Total eclipse of the sun! 

SEYMOUR 
It got very dark. 

Just as suddenly, the eclipse is over. We're back on the 
street and SEYMOUR looks at the MANDARIN in puzzlement. 
THE MANDARIN glances down at a row of flower buckets 
containing cut flowers. 

GIRLS 
Da doo! 

Among the flower buckets, now, sits one strange and 
interesting PLANT--a baby version of... 

CLOSEUP: THE AUDREY TWO 

SEYMOUR (VO) 
And when the light came back, this weird 
plant was just sitting there. 

GIRLS 
Oops—ee-do! 

SEYMOUR (VO) 
Just stuck in, you know, among the 
zinnias. 

SEYMOUR picks up the PLANT and examines it. 

GIRLS 
Aud-ree Two! 

SEYMOUR(VO) 
I coulda sworn it hadn't been there 
before, but the old Chinese man sold it to 
me anyway... 

SEYMOUR fishes in his pocket for one dollar and some 
change which he gives to the inscrutable MANDARIN. 

SEYMOUR (VO CONT'D) 
For a dollar ninety-five.

SEYMOUR walks up the street, away from us, carrying his 
new PLANT. The MANDARIN turns away from SEYMOUR and toward 
camera with a knowing grin. THE GIRLS do the same. 

GIRLS AND MANDARIN 
Sha la la la la la 
Doo doo doo doo! 

END OF FLASHBACK. QUICK DISSOLVE BACK TO: 

INT--THE SHOP. 

CUSTOMER #2 
Yessir, that's an unusual story and a 
fascinating plant. 

HE turns to leave. MUSHNIK, SEYMOUR, and AUDREY exchange a 
look of mutual disappointment. And then THE CUSTOMER turns 
around. 

CUSTOMER #2(CONT'D) 
Oh...I may as well buy some flowers while 
I'm here. 

MUSHNIK 
Yessir, right away, sir. 

CUSTOMER #2 
I'll have one carnation please. 

MUSHNIK 
One carnation. 

CUSTOMER 
That's right. 

MUSHNIK 
One...single...carnation. 

CUSTOMER 
Please. 

MUSHNIK 
That'll be thirty-five cents. You'd like 
it gift-wrapped maybe? 

CUSTOMER 
No thanks. 
(Beat)
Mom'll eat it in the car. 

HE exits. SEYMOUR and AUDREY feel about six inches tall. 

MUSHNIK 
What did I tell you? Huh? Big deal you put 
a strange and interesting plant in a 
window. People don't suddenly.... 

QUICK CUT TO A SCHOOL BUS screeching to a halt outside. 
On its side are printed the words: “Ladies Auxiliary Green 
Point Kiwanis." 

INT--SCHOOLBUS. 
A LADY with purple hair, a pink suit, and white gloves is 
standing up out of her seat, squealing with excitement! 

LADY 
(Hysterical with excitement) 
There it is, driver! Right there! Stop 
this bus! Isn't it, strange, Maude? 
Phyllis, isn't it interesting? 

FORTY LADIES climb out of the bus, chattering like 
chickens, They descend on the shop, practically falling 
all over themselves to get inside! 

INT--THE SHOP. 

AUDREY, SEYMOUR, and MUSHNIK are suddenly mobbed by the 
forty women. All chatter at once, oohing and aahing over 
the AUDREY TWO and, incidentally, buying flowers. The shop 
is suddenly teeming with people. MUSHNIK and his two 
employees can barely keep up with the demand for flowers. 
The cash register clinks away during the following: 

LADIES 
(Ad.Lib.) 
Ohhhh look, Louise! I've never seen 
anything like it before! Isn't it 
fascinating? What breed is it, young man? 
In the total eclipse? Isn't that 
riveting? Oh, I'll take a dozen of those 
darling roses. An Audrey Two? Heavenly 
name! I'll have seven lilies, please. In 
the total eclipse? Isn't tat 
fascinating! More daisies! More roses! An 
extra charge for giftwrap? Fine!

THE SHOP--AN HOUR LATER. 
The ladies are gone and there isn't a flower in sight. 
Everything has been purchased. Outside, we can hear a 
schoolbus pulling away. SEYMOUR and AUDREY are exhausted 
but joyous. MUSHNIK, in the doorway, waves goodbye. 

MUSHNIK 
Come again, ladies! You know where to find 
us! Come and look at the weirdo plant some 
more. It's just gonna get bigger and more 
interesting! 

He comes inside. 

MUSHNIK 
Well, don't just stand there! Quick, 
quick, quick. Put that plant...what do you 
call it? 

SEYMOUR 
Audrey Two. 

MUSHNIK 
Put that Audrey Two back in the window 
where the passersby can see. I don't mind 
admitting I'm wrong when I'm wrong and I 
was wrong. My God, I'd never have believed 
it. My children, I'm taking us all to 
dinner! 

AUDREY looks up, intensely disappointed. 

AUDREY 
Oh, I'd like to, Mr. Mushnik, but I have a 
date. 

She heads for storage room.MUSHNIK follows her in. 

MUSHNIK 
With the same nogoodnick? 

INT--COATROOM 
AUDREY removes her work smock and starts to put on her 
jacket. 

MUSHNIK (CONT'D) 
I'm telling you, Audrey, you don't need a 
date with him, you need major medical. He
ain't a good, clean kinda boy. 

AUDREY 
He's a professional.

MUSHNIK 
What kinda professional drives a 
motorcycle and wears a black leather 
jacket? 

AUDREY 
He's a rebel, Mr. Mushnik. 

Her coat on, she starts out of the storeroom toward the 
front door, passing SEYMOUR, who gazes after her 
longingly. MUSHNIK follows her as far as the door to the 
storeroom. 

INT--THE SHOP 

AUDREY (CONT'D) 
But he does make good money. And besides-- 
(Beat) 
He's the only fella I got. 
(Beat) 
Enjoy dinner. 

She exits. 

MUSHNIK 
Poor girl. 

SEYMOUR 
Are we still going to dinner? 

MUSHNIK is about to answer kindly when his eye notices: 

THE PLANT. 
It has wilted since we last saw it. It droops over the 
side of its pot at a forty-five degree angle. Three very 
serious descending MUSICAL CHORDS underscore the shot. 
MUSHNIK approaches the PLANT, picks it up, and takes it to 
SEYMOUR. 

MUSHNIK 
You're not going anywhere, Krelborn! 
You're staying right here and taking care 
of this sick plant! How come it's
fainting all the time? 

SEYMOUR 
I told you it's been giving me trouble. It 
just wilts like this. The Audrey Two is 
not a healthy girl. 

MUSHNIK 
Strictly between us, neither is the Audrey 
One. 

SEYMOUR 
If only I knew what breed it was, what 
genus. But it's nowhere in the books-- 

MUSHNIK 
Well, Krelborn, my advice to you is you 
better figure it out and fast. Look what 
this exotic little beauty did for 
business. 

SEYMOUR 
I know. 

MUSHNIK 
So work, Seymour! Nurse this plant back to 
health! I'm counting on you! 

SEYMOUR 
I know. 

MUSHNIK 
(Donning his coat, hat, and scarf) 
You do? 

SEYMOUR 
I do. 

MUSHNIK 
So fix! Goodnight! 

EXT--SKID ROW--A GLOWING, DEEP PINK SUNSET 

MUSIC IN: The intro to "Grow for Me." As we watch MUSHNIK 
disappear, sunset gives way to evening. One by one, lights 
pop on in windows up and down the street. WINOS light 
fires and huddle beside them with brown-bagged bottles. A 
light pops on in SEYMOUR's basement room.

INT--THE BASEMENT. SEYMOUR sits, forlorn, "working” on his 
PLANT with plantfood, a spade, and a misting can. He 
sings: 

SEYMOUR 
I've given you sunshine 
I've given you dirt 
You've given me nothin' 
But heartache and hurt. 
I'm beggin' you sweetly, 
I'm down on my knees. 
Oh please, grow for me. 
I've given you plantfood 
And water to sip. 
I've given you potash. 
You've given me...zip! 
Oh God, how I mist you. 
Oh pod, how you tease. 
Now please, grow for me. 

HE ensconces the PLANT on a basement shelf and moves out 
through a basement door to empty garbage and lock up for 
the night. 

EXT--ALLEY. 

SEYMOUR empties garbage, still singing. He has to press 
stuff down in the overflowing cans to make more room. 

SEYMOUR (CONT'D) 
I've given you southern exposure 
To get you to thrive 
I've pinched you back hard, like I'm 
S'posed ta 
You're barely alive. 
I've tried you at levels of moisture 
From desert to mud 
I've given you grow-lights and mineral 
supplements. 
What do you want from me? 
Blood? 

As SEYMOUR presses trash down, he cuts himself on 
something inside a can. 

SEYMOUR (CONT'D) 
(Spoken) 
Ouch!

He pulls out a bunch of dead roses, the thorns of which 
have pricked his finger. It bleeds--just a little, but 
brightly. 

SEYMOUR 
Damned roses! Damned thorns! 

He starts inside, pressing his finger to control the 
bleeding. 

INT--THE BASEMENT. 

SEYMOUR rummages around through a box to find some 
band-aids. His finger keeps bleeding. Near him, a light 
from behind casts the PLANT's shadow on the wall. 
Suddenly... 

THE SHADOW moves. In silhouette, the pod has opened up. 
SEYMOUR notices this and turns around to see--— 

AUDREY TWO, open wide, as if asking for something. 

SEYMOUR moves toward it. IT OPENS WIDER. He is puzzled by 
this behavior, then shrugs it off and returns to his 
previous activities. He puts a band-aid on his finger, 
hiding the blood. 

THE PLANT CLOSES 

SEYMOUR notices this and begins to get the idea. He 
removes the band-aid and raises his finger in front of the 
pod. Sure enough, it opens again. 

SEYMOUR slowly hides his finger behind his back. And just 
as slowly the pod closes. He reveals the blood again. The 
PLANT opens. 

Now, he tries to trick it. He moves his hand down-up very 
fast. With amazing reflexes, the PLANT shuts and opens. 
SEYMOUR gulps and sings: 

SEYMOUR 
I've given you sunshine. 
I've given you rain. 
Looks like you're not happy, 
'less I open a vein! 
I'll give you a few drops 
If that'll appease...
Now please... 
Oh please... 

He squeezes a few drops of blood from his finger into the 
gaping pod. It snatches for the red stuff like a puppy for 
a biscuit. SEYMOUR, a little sickened by his own action 
and even more so by his PLANT's response, turns away from 
the pod and starts upstairs. 

SEYMOUR 
I guess a few drops couldn't hurt...long 
as you don't make a habit out of it or 
anything. 

AUDREY TWO is alone now, lit by a shaft of moonlight, 
pouring in through the basement window. As MUSIC builds 
under, the dirt in which the PLANT is potted begins to 
stir. The dry surface erupts like a small earthquake. 
Roots begin to push through. 

The Maxwell House coffee can starts to shake, then bulge. 
At last, the PLANT itself begins to grow. The pod sort of 
bubbles, then swells. New leaves appear, first as buds, 
and then unfurl before our eyes. The stem extends three 
inches, then four. 

By the time MUSIC reaches its climax, the PLANT is a 
sturdy foot-and-a-half tall. It then bends its stem 
gracefully and rises back up. If we didn't know better, 
we'd think it had just taken a curtain-call. 

INT--RADIO STATION WSKID--TWO WEEKS LATER 

AN ANNOUNCER (the same one SEYMOUR listened to in the 
first scene) and his guest, an elderly black woman named 
CORETTA SCOTT CARVER, are in mid-broadcast. 

MRS. CARVER 
....In my opinion, Bob, plants are our 
friends. 

ANNOUNCER 
You heard it here, folks. And I'd like to 
thank my guest on this segment, Mrs. 
Coretta Scott Carver, widow of George 
Washington Carver...that wonderful fella 
who invented so many interesting uses for 
the peanut.

MRS. CARVER 
Thank you, Bob. 

ANNOUNCER 
And coming up next, we've got a modern day 
G.W. Carver right here with us in the 
studio--You've probably read about him in 
the papers by now...Mr. Seymour 
Krelborn...who has discovered a new breed 
of plantlife hitherto unknown on this 
planet, the Audrey Two! 

INT--THE CONTROL BOOTH. 
SEYMOUR sits with AUDREY TWO in his lap, waiting his turn 
on the show. The PLANT is now a good twelve inches taller 
than when we saw it last. SEYMOUR wears ten band-aids--one 
on each of his fingers. 

ANNOUNCER (CONT'D) 
(O.S.) 
But first a word from Jolly Roger House 
and Garden pest remover. 

A YOUNG WOMAN pokes her head into the control room. 
SEYMOUR turns to look at her. As they converse, the AUDREY 
TWO starts leaning toward the ENGINEER running the 
commercial tape. Neither SEYMOUR nor the YOUNG WOMAN 
notices. 

YOUNG WOMAN 
You're on the air in four minutes, Mr. 
Krelborn. 

SEYMOUR 
Thank you. 

YOUNG WOMAN 
Would you or your plant like anything? 
Water? 

SEYMOUR 
No, no. We're fine. Great. 

SEYMOUR notices that the PLANT has its pod open and is 
about to "bite" the engineer. 

SEYMOUR (Cont'd) 
Er...is there a men's room?

INT--THE MEN'S ROOM 

SEYMOUR looks around to make sure no one else is present, 
then hustles the PLANT into a "stall." He locks the door 
behind him and peels a band-aid off one of his fingers. 
The PLANT bounces in gleeful anticipation. 

SEYMOUR 
Alright, alright already. It's comin', 
it's comin'. You know if we ever get 
caught at this, we are in big... 

HE squeezes a little blood into the pod. 

SEYMOUR(CONT'D) 
...Ouch...trouble. 

We hear the men's room door open a little. THE YOUNG WOMAN 
calls in. 

YOUNG WOMAN 
Mr. Krelborn, you're needed in the studio! 

SEYMOUR 
We're coming! Thank you! 

AUDREY TWO 
(A high-pitched baby squeak) 
Thank you! 

SEYMOUR has no idea where this sound came from. He looks 
around in surprise. For a moment, he considers the 
possibility that it was the PLANT, then discards the 
thought as impossible. 

INT--THE SHOP--EARLY EVENING 

MUSHNIK, a few feet away, counts wads of money in the cash 
register. In the b.g., WORKMEN are hanging a sign in the 
window. It reads: "Welcome to Mushnik's--Home of the 
AUDREY TWO" 

ANNOUNCER 
(On radio) 
And thus we conclude our interview with 
Seymour Krelborn, the young 
botanical...er, do you mind if I call you 
a genius?

SEYMOUR
Gosh, no!

MUSHNIK shakes his head in disbelief.

ANNOUNCER
The genius who has discovered America's
most amazing and largest unidentified
plant.

AUDREY rushes in through the front door. Her black eye is
a little better, but she now wears her arm in a chic
leopard-print sling.

AUDREY
Am I late? Did I miss it?

MUSHNIK
It's almost off.

SEYMOUR
I'd like to remind our listeners that the
Audrey Two is on display exclusively at
Mushnik's Skid Row Florists. Open six days
a week, ten to...

MUSHNIK
The address, the address, mention the...

ANNOUNCER
Oops we're out of time.

MUSHNIK switches off the radio.

MUSHNIK
Oh well, it's still great advertising.

AUDREY
Seymour's first radio broadcast. I wanted
to hear so bad. I tried to be on time,
but...

MUSHNIK
Don't tell me. You got tied up.

AUDREY
No, just handcuffed...a little.

MUSHNIK hangs a picture of SEYMOUR and the PLANT near the
sign in the window.

MUSHNIK
Handcuffed. Audrey, I don't know who this
putz is you're hanging around with, but he
is hazardous to your health.

AUDREY
That's for sure. But I can't leave him.

MUSHNIK
Why not?

AUDREY moves to SEYMOUR's picture and gazes at it,
longingly.

AUDREY
He'd get angry. And if he does this to me
when he likes me, imagine what he'd do if
he ever got mad.

MUSHNIK sighs in exasperation and leaves the room to put
the day's receipts in the safe. AUDREY, still looking at
SEYMOUR's picture, sings:

AUDREY (Cont'd)
I think Seymour's the greatest
But I'm dating a semi-sadist,
So I got a black eye,
And my arm's in a cast.
Still, that Seymour's a cutie...

She looks at his picture again, then decides to be honest.

AUDREY
Well, if not,
He's got inner beauty
And I dream of a place
Where we could be together
At last...

As STRINGS begin the intro to "Somewhere That's Green,"
AUDREY checks around to make sure no one is looking. She
goes to a "secret" hiding place in a cabinet and pulls out
her treasured collection of magazines: House and Garden,
Better Homes, Woman's Day.

MUSIC swells lyrically as she flips them open to favorite
pictures: Model kitchens with avocado-colored double-door
refrigerators, playrooms with knotty-pine paneling, 
pristine Early American bedrooms with white chenille 
spreads and doily-covered night-tables. An exterior shot 
of a "contemporary" split level development house, circa 
1961. 

She sighs and continues singing: 

AUDREY 
A matchbox of our own. 
A fence of real chain link 
A grill out on the patio 
Disposal in the sink 
A washer and a dryer and 
An ironing machine 
In a tract house that we share, 
Somewhere that's green. 

DISSOLVE TO: 
AUDREY'S DAYDREAM. She's in the magazine pictures now, 
dressed for all the world like Barbara Billingsly from 
pumps to pearls, a ruffled apron protecting her 
shirtwaist. 

She moves from room to room of a perfect (and perfectly 
awful) suburban cheesebox--dusting the plastic-covered 
sofa, adjusting the pole-lamps, straightening the 
hand-tinted, plastic-framed photos--singing all the while. 

AUDREY (CONT'D) 
He rakes and trims the grass 
He loves to mow and weed 
I cook like Betty Crocker 
And I look like Donna Reed 
There's plastic on the furniture 
To keep it neat and clean 
In the Pine-Sol scented air, 
Somewhere That's Green. 

ORCHESTRAL INTERLUDE--A BRIEF DREAM BALLET 

The mood now is pure Leslie Caron as the rest of AUDREY's 
dream is danced out. 

EXT--THE FRONT LAWN--DAY 
We see a merrily pot-bellied SEYMOUR mowing the lawn in a 
brightly colored Ban-Lon shirt, as a cocker spaniel yaps at 
his heels.

INT--THE PLAYROOM. 
THE CHILDREN watch Saturday Morning TV as AUDREY appears 
with a smiling pitcher of Kool- Aid. THE DAUGHTER is 
platinum blond like her Mom and wears a little 
leopard-print pinafore. THE SON is prematurely balding at 
seven years old and wears glasses identical to his 
father's. 

INT--THE DINING ROOM. 
AUDREY ushers NEIGHBOR LADIES in pedal-pushers and curlers 
to a table set for Mah Jong. In a flash, she's back with 
bridge-mix and crustless tunafish sandwiches. 

INT--THE KITCHEN. 
AUDREY dances to the oven to put in four Swanson TV 
dinners. 

EXT--LONG SHOT. 
Outside, the sun begins to set over a development where 
all the houses look just like this one. 

INT--PLAYROOM AT NIGHT 
AUDREY and SEYMOUR snuggle on the couch. THE KIDS are 
on the floor, watching Lucy with her hand stuck in a 
bowling ball. Even the dog and cat are snuggled and 
enjoying the program. AUDREY continues to sing in VO. 

AUDREY (CONT'D) 
(VO) 
Between our frozen dinner 
And our bed-time, nine-fifteen 
We snuggle watching Lucy 
On our big 
Enormous 
Twelve inch screen 

INT--UPSTAIRS 
AUDREY AND SEYMOUR tuck the KIDS into bunkbeds and chuckle 
at the pets asleep in the spare bedroom. 

AUDREY 
(VO) 
I'm his December Bride 
He's Father, He Knows Best 
The kids room, next to our room 
And a third room for a guest 
A picture out of 
Better Homes and Gardens Magazine

AUDREY AND SEYMOUR reach the threshold of their Early 
American bedroom. He lifts her up and we tactfully 
dissolve back to-- 

INT--THE SHOP. 
AUDREY stands in the doorway of Mushnik's, looking out 
over a a bleak Skid Row cityscape of brick walls, garbage, 
fire escapes, and passed-out winos. 

AUDREY 
Far from Skid Row 
I dream we'll go 
Somewhere That's... 
Green. 

She glances down at her magazines one last time. As music 
plays out, she gently, tenderly puts them away. We hold 
for a moment on this pensive, sweet picture. 

EXT--SKID ROW STREET--NIGHT 
A pulsing, high-energy, disco-style bass-line begins, 
dissolving the reflective mood. We move outside the shop 
and up to the Skid Row skyline. 

On a DISTANT ROOFTOP are three figures, silhouetted 
against the sky. We start moving toward them with 
gathering speed as the pulsating bass-line builds in 
volume and excitement. Soon, we're close enough to see 
that it's-- 

CRYSTAL, RONETTE, and CHIFFON, in Girl-Group formation, 
bathed in the glow of a rooftop neon sign. They begin to 
sing, CRYSTAL taking lead, in an exaggerated "Donna Summer 
meets Irene Cara" style. 

CRYSTAL 
(GIRLS doing backup) 
You wait all your life 
That's the way that it seems 
You're sure that nothing's gonna happen 
for you 
You got wishes and prayers 
You got hopes you got dreams 
You're sure that none of them are gonna 
come true. 
Ain't it dark 
Don't the night 
Seem hopeless? 
Don't the end
Seem so near 
And so far? 
Don't it seem 
Such a long 
Such a sad time? 
Don't it seem 
Like you'll stay where you are? 

EXT--SKID ROW STREET--DAY 

SEYMOUR, his fingers still bandaged, hurries down the 
street, carrying the now-even-larger AUDREY TWO. He is 
wearing his pathetic Sunday best, obviously on his way 
somewhere important. 

CRYSTAL AND GIRLS (CONT'D) 
(v.o.) 
You wait all your life 
For your ship to come in 
You think your train is never gonna 
arrive. 
You say please 
Let it start 
Let my future begin 
You're feelin' down and out and barely 
alive. 

A PASSERBY notices the PLANT and rushes to SEYMOUR. 

PASSERBY 
Hey! Aren't you Seymour Krelborn? Is that 
it? Is that the Audrey II? Hey, Marge... 

And from nowhere, HIS WIFE appears. 

WIFE 
Oh, look! 

Within moments, other PASSERSBY have appeared and are flocking 
to SEYMOUR and his prized PLANT. SEYMOUR keeps going, but 
the crowd follows him, excited at seeing a celebrity. As they 
throng down the street, they pass a drugstore in front of which 
CRYSTAL, RONETTE, and CHIFFON happen to be hanging out--still 
singing in comment: 

CRYSTAL AND GIRLS 
When it's dark
And the night 
Seems hopeless 
When the end seems so far 
And so near... 

CRYSTAL, RONETTE, and CHIFFON join the moving throng, 
boogying at the front, like disco cheerleaders. SEYMOUR 
turns a corner but can't shake the mob. It's as if he 
were the Pied Piper and AUDREY TWO were the golden goose. 
They want his autograph. They take pictures. They follow 
him down into the subway and onto a train, where still 
more people recognize him and gather around. 

CRYSTAL AND GIRLS (CONT'D) 
Just hang on through your long, 
Dark, and sad times-- 
Any day 
Any night 
You may hear... 

INSERT--NEWSPAPER HEADLINE--"Mystery Plant Captivates City!" 

CRYSTAL AND GIRLS(CONT'D) 
THUNDERCRASH! 
Here it comes! 
THUNDERCRASH! 
Like a million drums, 

EXT--SUBWAY EXIT. 
The crowd follows SEYMOUR up onto the street, facing a 
large public coliseum. 

CRYSTAL AND GIRLS(CONT'D) 
You got to hang on now 
Cause you don't know how 
Or where or why or when 
You'll hear a... 

EXT--A PODIUM IN FRONT OF THE COLISEUM. A banner reads 
"State Flower Show Welcomes Audrey II!" 

CRYSTAL AND GIRLS(CONT'D) 
THUNDERCRASH! 
From the blue 

SEYMOUR and AUDREY TWO are presented with an award. Crowds 
cheer. Flashbulbs go off.

CRYSTAL AND GIRLS(CONT'D) 
Lightnin' flash! 
And the world's brand new! 
There's a 
Thundercrash! 
And your life starts over again! 

MONTAGE--SEYMOUR'S BURGEONING SUCCESS 

SPINNING HEADLINES: "Botanical Wonder Keeps Growing!" 
"Strange and Interesting Plant Draws Thousands to Yankee Stadium". 

STILL PHOTOS: SEYMOUR lecturing Gardening Clubs and 
displaying his PLANT...SEYMOUR and his PLANT posing with 
politicians...SEYMOUR and the PLANT on T.V. talk shows. In 
each succeeding photo, the PLANT is a little bigger while 
SEYMOUR is a little more anemic. 

CRYSTAL AND GIRLS(CONT'D) 
(V.O.--During the above) 
Say goodbye 
To the long 
To the sad times 
Leave the dark 
Leave the night 
Far behind 
But hang on 
These are wild 
These are mad times 
Yes, hang on 
To your hat 
And your mind! 

MONTAGE CONT'D 

HEADLINE: "Botanist Krelborn Stricken with Anemia!" 

INT--HOSPITAL CORRIDOR. SEYMOUR is wheeled into a hospital 
room. AUDREY and MUSHNIK fend off reporters. 

INT--THE SHOP. The PLANT, deprived of its food-source, 
wilts a little. 

INT--HOSPITAL ROOM. SEYMOUR gets a transfusion and starts 
to look healthier. 

INT--THE SHOP. The PLANT wilts further. 

INT--HOSPITAL ROOM. SEYMOUR's getting better.

INT--THE SHOP. The PLANT's getting worse. 
(Throughout the above, the GIRLS continue to sing the 
following. Sometimes they are on the screen--glimpsed 
through the shop window or in a hospital corridor. 
Sometimes they are heard only in V.O.) 

CRYSTAL AND GIRLS(CONT'D) 
(I hear a) THUNDERCRASH! 
From the blue 
There's a lightnin' flash 
In the sky for you 
You got to hang on there 
Cause you don't know where 
Or how or why or when 
You'll hear a 
THUNDERCRASH! 
Big and loud! 
Lightnin' flash! 
And you're walkin' proud 
Now your hope's restored 
And you thank the Lord 
As you rake it in, Amen! 

MONTAGE CONT'D. 

NEWSPAPER HEADLINE: “Botanist Krelborn released!" 

EXT--FRONT OF HOSPITAL--DAY 
SEYMOUR, carrying flowers, is led to a waiting taxi by 
MUSHNIK and AUDREY as people on the street cheer. 

EXT--THE SHOP--DAY 
A large banner draped over the entrance reads, "Welcome 
home Seymour. 

INT--The shop. It has been redecorated in SEYMOUR's 
absence. He's very impressed. Formica for days. 

AUDREY TWO, however, is a mess--withered and malnourished. 
When everyone's attention is elsewhere, SEYMOUR looks down 
at his fingers wistfully, knowing what he has to do. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

A MUCH HEALTHIER-LOOKING AUDREY TWO, having its picture 
taken. Beside it stands SEYMOUR--band-aids on his fingers 
once again.

CRYSTAL AND GIRLS(CONT'D) . 
(V.O. During the above.) 
You'll hear a 
THUNDERCRASH! 
There you go 
Lightnin' flash! 
Eell ya never know 
When a thundercrash 
Starts your life all over again! 

EXT--ROOFTOP. 
THE GIRLS are discovered back where they began the number.
 
GIRLS 
Ohhh over! 

INSERT--COMIC STRIP? BALLOON: "WHAM!"

STILL PHOTO--SEYMOUR AND AUDREY TWO POSTING WITH CASSIUS CLAY 

EXT--ROOFTOP. 

GIRLS 
Over and over and over again! 

INSERT--"BAM!" 

STILL PHOTO--POSING WITH A DOZEN MOUSEKTEERS 

EXT--ROOFTOP. 

GIRLS 
Ohhhh! Over again! 

INSERT--"MA'AM!!!" 

STILL PHOTO--AND WITH JAYNE MANSFIELD 

EXT--ROOFTOP. 

GIRLS 
Over again! 
THUNDERCRASH! 

INT--STOREROOM--JUST BEFORE CLOSING TIME 
The shop's little storage room has been converted into a 
flower arranging area. AUDREY is hard at work on a "Get 
Well Soon Arrangement" which includes not only flowers but 
handy pocketpacks of Kleenex and bottles of aspirin. 
Behind her a sign advertises "Arrangements by Audrey." 

From the other room, we hear the bustling SOUNDS of the 
successful shop at close of business. 

INT--SHOP 
MUSHNIK is checking some people out and talking on the 
phone at the same time. He can barely make himself heard 
over the chatter of customers, viewing the AUDREY TWO and 
buying flowers as if they were going out of style. 

MUSHNIK 
(Ad Lib.) 
Yes, Mrs. Shiva, no Mrs. Shiva, right Mrs. 
Shiva, please, Mrs. Shiva--I don't know 
what could've happened. Yes. No. Maybe. 
But... 

Meanwhile, SEYMOUR is busy putting some flowers together 
for a MAN FROM BROOKLYN, as the guy admires the AUDREY 
TWO, now sitting in an enormous pot on the floor and 
standing a full four feet tall. 

BROOKLYNITE 
So this must be that plant they're talkin' 
about on the news there. Whadya call it? 

SEYMOUR 
Audrey Two. 

BROOKLYNITE 
Cute name. Catchy. Nice plant. Big. 

MUSHNIK 
(Hanging up telephone) 
Seymour--did you send out that order for 
Mrs. Shiva? 

SEYMOUR 
(Looking up, startled) 
Mrs. Shiva! I forgot!

MUSHNIK 
(Exploding) 
You forgot? You forgot? Do you hear this, 
God? Are you listening, Customers? He 
forgot! 

SEYMOUR hands the BROOKLYNITE some change and heads for 
the storeroom. 

SEYMOUR 
I'll take care of it. I promise. I'll 
deliver it myself. 
(To the SHOP at large) 
Sorry everybody, six o'clock, shop's 
closed. Come again. 

MUSHNIK 
He forgot! 

INT--STOREROOM 
SEYMOUR rushes in, just as AUDREY puts the final touch--a 
thermometer--into her "Get Well Soon" arrangement. 

SEYMOUR 
Audrey, quick...we gotta do an emergency 
arrangement! 

AUDREY 
(Springing into action) 
Birthday? Wedding? Baby? 

SEYMOUR 
Funeral. 

AUDREY 
Hand me the lilies. 

They clear a space on the table and AUDREY begins to 
assemble a very large and scrupulously tasteless funeral 
arrangement. Huge lilies. Black satin bows. 

SEYMOUR assists, like a nurse at surgery. 

SEYMOUR 
Mr. Mushnik's really mad. I keep 
forgetting things? 

AUDREY 
Scissors. You've got alot on your mind.

MUSHNIK passes through on his way to the basement. 

MUSHNIK 
Mind? What mind? Who with a mind could 
forget such an order? The Shivas are our 
most important funereal account. A big, 
enormous family, and they're dropping off 
like flies! I'm telling you, Krelborn, if 
we lose their business over this, I'll 
have you drawn and quartered! Drawn and 
quartered! 

MUSHNIK leaves. SEYMOUR, abashed, asks AUDREY quietly-- 

SEYMOUR 
What does that mean--'Drawn and 
quartered'? 

AUDREY 
I don't know...Glue...But sometimes I 
think Mr. Mushnik's too hard on you. 

SEYMOUR hands AUDREY a can of spray-glue, with which she 
begins to spray the fresh lilies, carnations, and mums in 
her arrangement. Neither she nor SEYMOUR consider this 
anything out of the ordinary. 

SEYMOUR 
I don't mind. After all, I owe him 
everything. He took me out of the Skid Row 
Home For Boys, when I was just a little 
tyke...gave me a nice, warm place to 
sleep...under the counter...good things to 
eat like meatloaf and water... 

AUDREY 
You know, I think you ought to raise your 
expectations, Seymour. Now that you're 
getting successful, I mean. 

She holds out her hand like a surgeon for a scalpel. 
SEYMOUR hands her a plastic bag of multi-colored glitter. 

SEYMOUR 
I should? 

AUDREY 
Of course.

AUDREY pauses from her work for a moment to look SEYMOUR 
straight in the eye. She means every word of the following 
from the bottom of her enormous heart. 

AUDREY (CONT'D) 
It's clear you suffer from a low 
self-image. And it's high time that you 
should get it fixed. 

As she continues her pep-talk, AUDREY tosses fists-full of 
glitter on the glue-covered flowers. 

AUDREY (CONT'D) 
I mean, every morning, when you get out of 
bed, you should say 'I am a highly 
important experimental botanist now.' And 
then you should do something nice for 
yourself. Buy a new toothbrush...a special 
one with a gum massager right on the end. 

SEYMOUR 
Gee. 

AUDREY 
Then treat yourself to a fancy breakfast 
at Howard Johnson's. 

SEYMOUR 
Gee! 

AUDREY 
And maybe you'll say, 'I don't want to 
work today. I want to do something 
exciting. Take the Circle Line cruise...or 
buy a whole new wardrobe at Alexander's.' 

SEYMOUR 
Aw, I'm a very bad shopper, Audrey. I 
don't have good taste... 

He looks admiringly down at the glittering arrangement, 
then adoringly up into her eyes. 

SEYMOUR(CONT'D) 
...Like you. 

AUDREY 
(She melts)
Oh... 
(She returns his loving gaze.) 
Well... 
(There's magic in the air) 
...I could help you pick things out. 

He can't believe what he just heard. He leans closer. 

SEYMOUR 
You could? 

So does she. 

AUDREY 
Sure! 

And closer... 

SEYMOUR 
You'd go shopping with me? 

AUDREY 
Sure! 

And closer... 

SEYMOUR 
You'd be seen with me in a public place 
like a department store? 

AUDREY 
Sure! 

SEYMOUR 
Tonight? 

Reality intrudes. She pulls back, embarrassed and upset. 
She smiles shyly to cover it. 

AUDREY 
Oh, I can't tonight. 
(Beat) 
I got a date. 

SEYMOUR is crestfallen. 

AUDREY's face betrays her very mixed feelings about said 
'date.’

A nasty, tambourine and chain-flavored 'Leader of the 
Pack' MUSICAL VAMP begins and we CUT TO: 

CLOSEUP: A GRINNING, TOOTHY, GREASER AGAINST A GLEAMING 
WHITE BACKGROUND. 

The hair may be pure Presley, but the smile is sheer 
Robert Goulet. We don't know it yet, but this is ORIN 
SCRIVELLO. 

ORIN 
When I was younger, just a bad little kid, 
My Mama noticed funny things I did 
Like shootin' puppies with a B.B. gun 
I'd poison guppies, and when I was done-- 
I'd find a pussycat and bash in his head. 
That's when my Mama said... 

CLOSEUP: CRYSTAL, RONETTE, AND CHIFFON AGAINST SAME WHITE 
FIELD. 

GIRLS 
What did she say? 

AND BACK TO ORIN. 

ORIN 
She said, my boy I think someday 
You'll find a way, 
To make your natural tendencies pay. 
You'll be a... 

We QUICKLY PULL BACK to reveal that ORIN is wearing a white 
Dentist's uniform and holding a mean-looking forceps. The 
gleaming white background turns out to be-- 
INT--DENTIST'S OFFICE. 

THE GIRLS are in the background, wearing Dental Assistant's 
uniforms and singing back-up. 

The number, 'Dentist,' begins. 

ORIN 
Dentist! 
You have a talent for causing things pain. 
Son be a 
Dentist!
People will pay you to be inhumane. 
Your temperament's wrong for the 
priesthood 
And teaching would suit you still less. 
Son, be a 
Dentist! 
You'll be a success! 

NUMBER CONTINUES, as ORIN and his assistants move through 
the various ROOMS of his OFFICE SUITE. In each ROOM is a 
patient in some degree of agonizing torture. 

INT--ROOM #1 
ORIN wrenches a PATIENT's head back and goes at the teeth 
with a power sandpapering machine. 

CRYSTAL 
Here he is, folks, 
The Leader of the Plaque! 

INT--ROOM #2 
ORIN yanks a gas mask off of a SECOND PATIENT and starts 
taking some himself. 

RONETTE 
Watch him suck up that gas! 
Oh, my God! 

High on the nitrous oxide, he goes into THE SECOND 
PATIENT's mouth with a rusty wrench. 

CHIFFON 
He's a Dentist 
And he'll never-ever be 
Any good! 

HE emerges with a large, rotted TOOTH, roots and all. 

GIRLS 
Who wants their teeth done 
By the Marquis De Sade. 

CLOSEUP: A TRAUMATIZED EIGHT-YEAR-OLD PATIENT. 

EIGHT-YEAR-OLD 
(Shrieking) 
Oh That Hurts! 

CLOSEUP: A TERRIFIED SENIOR CITIZEN.

SENIOR CITIZEN 
(Screaming) 
I'm not numb! 

CLOSEUP: ORIN 

ORIN 
Aw, shut up! 
Open wide! 
Here I come! 

ORIN is now seen pulling the EIGHT YEAR OLD into a ROOM 
that resembles a TORTURE CHAMBER. He straps the kid into 
a chair, manacles the hands and feet, and goes to work 
with a hand-cranked WWI field-drill. He sings through the 
entire procedure. 

ORIN 
I am your 
Dentist! 

GIRLS 
Goodness Gracious 

ORIN 
And I enjoy the career that I picked 

GIRLS 
You love it! 

ORIN 
I am your 
Dentist! 

GIRLS 
Fitting braces! 

ORIN 
And I get off on the pain I inflict! 

GIRLS 
You really love it. 

ORIN 
I thrill when I drill 
A bicuspid 
It's swell, though they tell me 
I'm maladjusted

GIRLS 
Dentist! 

ORIN 
And though it may cause my patients 
distress! 

ALL PATIENTS 
Distress! 

In another room, the terrified SENIOR CITIZEN fights to 
remove herself from the chair. THE GIRLS hold her down. 
ORIN relishes making her wait for the torment. He picks up 
a large, gilt-framed PHOTO OF AN ELDERLY ITALIAN LADY, and 
sings to it adoringly. 

ORIN 
Somewhere, 
Somewhere in heaven above me 
I know-- 
I know that my mama's proud of me 
Cause I'm a Dentist! 
And a success! 

He slowly, menacingly starts to approach the SENIOR 
CITIZEN, brandishing a drill. 

ORIN (CONT'D) 
Say Ah 

SENIOR CITIZEN 
(In terror) 
Ahhh....

ORIN (CONT'D) 
Say Ah! 

SENIOR CITIZEN 
(About to pass out) 
Aggghhhh! 

He leers straight into the camera, now, menacing and 
wild-eyed. 

ORIN 
SAY AH! 

GIRLS
(V.O.) 
Ah! 

ORIN 
(Smugly, straight to us) 
Now spit. 

EXT--STREET IN FRONT OF SHOP--EARLY EVENING. 
SEYMOUR comes out, carrying MRS SHIVA's arrangement, now 
wrapped for delivery. He heads for a bicycle chained to a 
lamp-post and puts the flowers in the basket. 

A MOTORCYCLE roars to a halt across the street. Its driver 
de-bikes and removes his helmet. It's ORIN. He approaches 
the shop, unscrewing the cap of a little metal inhaler as 
he walks. 

SEYMOUR 
(Intercepting) 
I'm sorry, sir, you can't go in there now. 

ORIN 
(Undeterred and smiling) 
Oh, yes I can. 

SEYMOUR 
No, really, sir, we're closed! 

ORIN 
(Lifting the inhaler to his nose) 
Relax, my man, are you uptight. 
(He inhales deeply) 
You want some nitrous oxide? 

SEYMOUR 
No, no thank you. 

ORIN 
(Continuing toward shop) 
Suit yourself. 

SEYMOUR 
Uh...sir.. you really can't.... 

AUDREY comes out of the shop, dressed for her date. 

AUDREY
It's okay, Seymour. This is my date.... 
ORIN nods, grins, and giggles inanely, feeling the gas. 

ORIN stops 
glance. 

AUDREY (CONT'D) 
.. .My boyfriend. Seymour--Orin 
Scrivello.... 

laughing abruptly and shoots her a murderous 

AUDREY(CONT'D) 
(Quickly, to pacify him) 
D.D.S. 

SEYMOUR 
(Uncomfortably) 
Oh...Hi...nice to meet you. Uh...I gotta 
go now. I gotta deliver some...very... 
important...flowers. 

ORIN 
(Inhales and giggles again) 
No problem. 

SEYMOUR starts toward his bicycle. 

ORIN (CONT'D) 
(Suddenly. Loud.) 
HEY!... 

SEYMOUR 
(Involuntarily) 
Sir? 

ORIN 
(Extremely affable) 
I know you. Sure, right, I saw you on the 
news...Yeah, you're that guy with the 
amazing avocado thing like no-one ever 
heard about...I seen your pictures 
everywhere. Gimme a minute, now. I know 
your name...It's Cedric, Steven, Simon...
 
AUDREY 
(Correcting him) 
Seymour... 

ORIN
(Suddenly vicious) 
Somebody talkin' to you? 

AUDREY 
Oh no....Excuse me. 

ORIN 
Excuse me what? 

AUDREY 
Excuse me...Doctor. 

ORIN 
That's better. 
(Turns to SEYMOUR. A pussycat 
again) 
Yessir, kid! Congratulations. Yeah, that 
thing's a big green goldmine. HEY, it must 
be in there, right? 

He inhales some more nitrous and stumbles to the window. 
There IT is, big as life. 

ORIN 
Oh wow! Is that incredible! Yessiree that 
thing's a ticket to the stars. 
(Pulls SEYMOUR to him) 
But just between us, Chuck, how come you 
keep it under wraps down in a Skid Row 
dump like this? Shoot, you could take that 
thing to any florist shop in town and name 
your price! 

SEYMOUR 
I s'pose I could but-- 

AUDREY 
Shouldn't we be leaving now? 

ORIN shoots her another threatening look. 

AUDREY (CONT'D) 
I'm Sorry! 

ORIN 
Sorry what? 

AUDREY 
Doctor! Doctor! Sorry, Doctor!

ORIN 
(To SEYMOUR, nice as pie) 
Ya gotta train 'em, eh stud? Listen, 
here's my card. You ever need a root canal 
or anything, just give a buzz, you hear? 
I'm serious. It's on the house. Okay 
Aud-ree! 

ORIN tosses his head, summoning AUDREY to follow. She 
sneaks one miserable, trapped glance at SEYMOUR, then 
forces herself to join ORIN on the motorcycle. ORIN revs 
up, then calls back to AUDREY over the roar of the engine. 

ORIN 
You got the handcuffs? 

AUDREY 
(As they pull away) 
They're right in my bag. 

SEYMOUR's blood is boiling. He leaps onto his bicycle and 
pedals off to follow them. 

EXT--THE PARKING LOT OF A ROADHOUSE--A SHORT TIME LATER 
SEYMOUR gets off of his bicycle and starts in, passing 
ORIN's motorcycle. He stops for a moment to notice its 
decal insignia: a tooth stuck with a dagger and the 
letters 'A.D.A.' 

INT--ROADHOUSE. 
SEYMOUR pulls his hat down and collar up so as not to be 
noticed. He takes a table and is approached by a waitress. 

WAITRESS 
What'll it be, hon? 

SEYMOUR 
Just coffee. 

SEYMOUR looks around and sees-- 

ORIN and AUDREY at a corner table. He tears into a large 
plate of manicotti while she picks at a wilted salad. We 
PAN DOWN to notice that her ankle is chained to the chair. 

THE WAITRESS returns with SEYMOUR's coffee.

WAITRESS 
Here you go, hon. Say, aren't you famous? 

SEYMOUR 
No...no...I'm not. 

ORIN unchains AUDREY's ankle, takes a dime from her purse, 
and heads for the jukebox. 

WAITRESS 
I seen your face somewhere....Hey, are you 
Sid Caeser? 

MUSIC: 'Little Shop' played as an authentic jitterbug. 
ORIN returns to the table, and grabs AUDREY roughly. 

DANCE SEQUENCE. 
ORIN, AUDREY, and OTHER COUPLES jitterbug. The difference 
between ORIN's dancing and everyone else's is the sheer 
amount of physical abuse it involves. 

It's his own patently brutal brand of the bop, in which 
the partner/victim is thrown around, hurled through his 
legs, dashed to the floor, bashed against the wall, 
slammed into tables, chairs and what-have-you. In this 
case, of course, the partner is our poor AUDREY 
SEYMOUR, meanwhile, gets more and more upset. He wants to 
stop them, but THE WAITRESS hangs on, so he can't. 

WAITRESS 
What's Imogene Coca really like? 

SEYMOUR 
(preoccupied with the dancing) 
I'm not Sid Caeser! He's hurting her! 

WAITRESS 
Who, honey? 

AUDREY, by now, is sprawled across a chair like a rag doll. 
ORIN slings her over his shoulder and starts to carry her out. 

SEYMOUR 
Where's he takin' her? Where're they 
going? 

SEYMOUR starts out.

WAITRESS 
(Calling after him) 
They're probably goin' to the movies. 
What's Carl Reiner really like? 

EXT--DRIVE-IN MOVIE. 

ORIN, astride his bike, gleefully watches CREATURE FROM 
THE HAUNTED SEA. AUDREY, behind him on the bike (where she 
couldn't see the screen if she wanted to), is forced to 
sit holding the little Drive-In speaker. 

EXT--THE DRIVE-IN'S SNACK BAR. 

SEYMOUR, depressed to the point of desperation, sits at a 
picnic table eating a soggy Flavos shrimp roll and 
watching them. 

THUNDER. A sudden cloudburst. SEYMOUR glances at his 
bicycle. MRS. SHIVA's arrangement, about which he had 
entirely forgotten, is getting drenched. He pulls a 
newspaper over it and starts off. 

ON THE MOTORCYCLE, ORIN snaps his fingers. AUDREY pulls 
out an umbrella and holds it in one hand, the speaker 
still in the other, covering ORIN while she herself gets 
soaked. 

EXT--THE SHIVA HOUSE--LATER 
SEYMOUR de-bikes and rings the bell. Mrs. Shiva answers 
the door. 

MRS. SHIVA 
Well it's about time the flowers got here! 
You tell that Mushnik a curse on his 
house! A curse on the House of Mushnik! 

She hands the arrangement to someone inside. We don't see who. 

SEYMOUR 
(Still depressed from his encounter 
with ORIN) 
Aw, don't curse his house, Mrs. Shiva. 
There's enough trouble in the world. And 
besides. Jews aren't s'posed to have 
flowers at a funeral.

MRS. SHIVA 
No flowers at a funeral? You want my son 
should starve? 

We see past her into the LIVING ROOM. There's an 
UNATTRACTIVE YOUTH, wearing black, sitting on a box, and 
eating the arrangement. 

INT--THE SHOP--AN HOUR LATER 

SEYMOUR, miserable and alone, is tending AUDREY 
TWO--loosening the dirt around the roots, spraying leaves 
with water. 

SEYMOUR 
I'll tell ya...I don't know what's goin' 
on, Twoey. I think the whole world's goin' 
crazy. You should hear the way he talks to 
Audrey. You should see the way he dances 
with her...She deserves a prince, not a 
sadistic creep like him. The man's a 
disgrace to the dental profession. 

He pats the PLANT and starts to put his tools away. 

SEYMOUR(CONT'D) 
At least we got each other, huh? 
Okay,Twoey, guess I'll see ya in the 
morning. I'm going to bed... 

SEYMOUR starts for the basement, when he hears a CRUNCHING 
SOUND. He turns around and sees that-- 

AUDREY TWO has wilted dramatically. 

SEYMOUR 
What next? 

SEYMOUR looks down at his fingers. There's still a 
band-aid on each one. 

SEYMOUR 
Look, I haven't got much left. You want me 
back in the hospital? Just lemme heal a 
few more days, okay? Then we'll start 
again on the left hand and.... 

IT SPEAKS. A deep, funky basso.

AUDREY TWO 
Feed me. 

SEYMOUR 
I beg your pardon? 

AUDREY TWO 
Feed me! 

SEYMOUR 
Twoey...you talked...you opened your trap, 
your thing and you said... 

AUDREY TWO 
(Loud) 
Feed me, Krelborn! Feed me Now! 

SEYMOUR 
I can't! 

AUDREY TWO 
(Louder) 
I'm starving! 

SEYMOUR frantically starts removing a band-aid and 
starting toward the PLANT. 

SEYMOUR 
Maybe I can squeeze a little more out of 
this one, but-- 

AUDREY TWO 
(Loudest) 
I need some food! 

SEYMOUR stands over the gaping pod, trying to squeeze a 
drop or two from his bone-dry finger. 

SEYMOUR 
I know, I know, but you can't get blood 
from a... 

AUDREY TWO 
More! More! 

SEYMOUR 
There isn't any more! Whatdya want me to do? Slit my wrists? 

Silently the PLANT opens its pod as if to say 'You Got It!! 

SEYMOUR 
(Scared now) 
Ohboy. 
(Trying to stay calm) 
Look...I got an idea...How 'bout I run 
down to Shmendrik's and pick you up some 
nice chopped sirloin. 

AUDREY TWO 
Must be blood. 

SEYMOUR 
Twoey, that's disgusting. 

AUDREY TWO 
Must be fresh.
 
SEYMOUR 
I don't want to hear this. 

MUSIC IN. 'Git It.' The PLANT starts to sing.
 
AUDREY TWO 
Feed me! 

SEYMOUR 
(Spoken) 
Does it have to be human? 

AUDREY TWO 
Feed me! 

SEYMOUR 
Does it have to be mine? 

AUDREY TWO 
Feed me! 

SEYMOUR 
Where am I s'posed to get it? 

THE PLANT goes into a "Rock Me Baby" style blues riff, 
swaying its leaves and moving its pod with slick 
insinuation. 

AUDREY TWO 
Feed me, Seymour. 
Feed me all night long. 
(Spoken) 
That's right, boy, you can do it! 
(Sung) 
Feed me, Seymour 
Feed me, all night long. 
(Laughing) 
Henh,henh,henh, henh! 
(sung) 
Cause if ya feed me, Seymour, 
I can grow up, big and strong! 

SEYMOUR starts for the storeroom. He's seen enough. 

SEYMOUR 
(Spoken) 
You eat blood, Audrey Two, let's face it. 
How'm I s'posed to keep on feeding you, 
kill people? 

AUDREY TWO 
(Likewise) 
I'll make it worth your while. 

SEYMOUR stops dead in his tracks. 

SEYMOUR 
What? 

AUDREY TWO 
You think this is all coincidence, baby? 
The sudden success around here? The press 
coverage? 

SEYMOUR 
Look, you're a Plant! An inanimate object! 

SEYMOUR heads out again. THE PLANT sends a vine flying out 
across the room and wraps it around SEYMOUR's waist. 

AUDREY TWO 
Does this look inanimate to you, punk? 
(Beat) 
If I can talk and I can move? Who's to say 
I can't do anything I want? 

SEYMOUR 
Like what?

AUDREY TWO 
Like deliver, Pal. Like see you get 
everything your secret, greasy heart 
desires! 

THE SONG resumes as the plant sensually rubs its vine up 
and down SEYMOUR's side. 

AUDREY TWO (CONT'D) 
Would you like a Cadillac car? 
Or a guest shot on Jack Paar? 
How about a date with Hedy Lamar? 
You gonna git it? 

THE PLANT'S vine spins SEYMOUR around abruptly so he’s now 
facing the singing pod. It begins to rock in time to its 
own music. 

AUDREY TWO(CONT'D) 
Mm hm. 
How'd ya like to be a big wheel 
Dinin' out for every meal 
I'm the plant who can make it real! 
You gonna git it! 

THE PLANT starts moving its vines and tendrils like an 
octopus at a modern dance recital as the music turns 
funky, slow, and hot. 

AUDREY TWO (CONT'D) 
I'm your genie 
I'm your friend 
I'm your willing slave 
Take a chance, 
Just feed me and 
Ya know the kinda eats 
The kinda red hot treats 
The kinda sticky, licky sweets I 
CRAAAAAAAAVE! 

On that word 'CRAVE,' the PLANT opens its pod wide for the 
first time, giving us a glimpse of ferocious TEETH inside. 

The force of the word sends a GUST OF WIND exhaling from 
the monster's maw, which sends SEYMOUR sailing across the 
shop, into a wall, and down to the floor.

THE POD rises up a bit now, so it's towering over the
fallen SEYMOUR like the genie from the lamp. The stem on 
which it rests rocks out as the song starts going for broke.

AUDREY TWO (CONTD.)
C'mon, Seymour 
Don't be a putz 
Trust me and vour iife'll surely rival
King Tut's 
Show a little 'nitiative 
Work up the guts 
And you'll Git It! 

SEYMOUR, trembling, pulls himself painfully to his feet 
and stumbles toward the doorway. 

There, framed against the rainy Skid Row sky, he looks 
toward the heavens and wails the following musical 
questions. 

CRYSTAL, RONETTE, and CHIFFON just happen to be out on the 
street in the background, perched on a dumpster which is 
sheltered from the rain by the awning of a deserted 
flophouse. They grin like Cheshire Cats and wail a shrill 
Gospel counter-melody. 

SEYMOUR 
I don't know! 
I don't know! 
I have so 
So many strong 
Reservations! 
Should I go 
And perform 
Mutilations? 

ANGLE--SEYMOUR still lost in thought. THE PLANT over his 
shoulder, leaning closer. 

AUDREY TWO 
(Spoken) 
You didn't have nothin' till you met me. 
C'mon, kid. What'll it be? Money? Girls? 
One particular girl? How 'bout that 
Audrey? Think it over. There must be 
someone you could eighty-six, real 
quiet-like...AND GIT ME SOME LUNCH!

THE PLANT rocks out again, moving its stem like Micg 
Jagger moves his hips, leaning its poq over one of its 
vines, almost as if the leaf held a microphone. 

AUDREY TWO (CONT'D) 
(Sung) 
Think about that room at the Ritz! 
Wrapped in velvet, covered in glitz! 
A little nookie gonna clean up those zits! 
And you'll Git It! 

SEYMOUR turns away from the doorway and sings to himself: 

SEYMOUR 
Gee, I'd like a Harley Machine... 

AUDREY TWO 
Now you're cookin'!

SEYMOUR 
Toolin' around like I was James Dean... 

AUDREY TWO 
Yeah! 

SEYMOUR 
Makin' all the guys on the corner 
Turn green! 

AUDREY TWO 
So Go Git It! 
Ooooh-oooh-oooh-oooh 

SEYMOUR gets into it, now, as the plant moves everything 
it's got--pod, vines, stem, leaves. It's actually dancing 
with SEYMOUR--who bugaloos right back at it. 

AUDREY TWO 
If you wanna be profound 
And you really gotta justify 
Take a breath and look around 
Alotta folks deserve to die! 

The fun stops. SEYMOUR can't believe what he just heard. 

SEYMOUR 
(Spoken) 
Wait a minute, wait a minute! That's not a very nice thing to say.

AUDREY TWO 
(Spoken, nudging him smugly) 
But it's true, isn't it? 

SEYMOUR 
No! I don't know anyone who deserves to 
get chopped up and fed to a hungry plant! 

AUDREY TWO 
Mmmm, Sure you do. 

And with that, THE PLANT sends a vine sailing across the 
room to a light switch, which it flicks off with the 
greatest of ease. 

From the darkened shop's front window, THE STREET OUTSIDE 
is now plainly visible. 

THE PLANT'S VINES take SEYMOUR firmly by the shoulders and 
point him toward the window. 

EXT--THE STREET OUTSIDE--SEYMOUR'S P.O.V. 

It's still raining lightly. 

ORIN'S MOTORCYCLE roars to a halt outside AUDREY's 
tenement building. They "disembike." 

ORIN 
Stupid, woman! Christ, what a friggin’ scatterbrain! 

AUDREY 
I'm sorry, Doctor! I'm sorry, Doctor! 

ORIN 
Drops the damned umbrella, gets me soaked! 

AUDREY 
I'm clumsy, Doctor! I'm clumsy, Doctor! 

They disappear into AUDREY's building, but their muffled voices are still audible. 

ORIN 
Get the door open, ya little slut. 

AUDREY
I'm trying, Doctor! I'm trying, Doctor! 

They appear now as silhouettes on the closed shade of 
AUDREY's apartment window. 

ORIN . 
Look at my jacket! Look at my hair! Get 
the Vitalis! Quick the Vitalis! 

AUDREY 
I'm out of it, Doctor! 

ORIN 
WHAT?!?!?!? 

Still in silhouette on the shade, HE SLAPS HER. 

AUDREY 
Orin! That hurt! 

ORIN 
Can it! 

INT--THE SHOP 

MUSIC BUILDS to a climax as SEYMOUR slowly turns, 
red-faced and trembling, toward the PLANT. He's a man 
possessed now--ready to do anything to save AUDREY from 
the clutches of that beast across the street. 

SEYMOUR AND AUDREY TWO 
(Singing tight, angry harmony) 
If you want a rationale 
It isn't very hard to see 
Stop and think it over pal, 
The guy sure looks like plantfood to me! 
The guy sure looks like plantfood to me! 
The guy sure looks like plantfood to me! 

The PLANT is singing and "dancing" wildly now, shaking 
everything its got, working SEYMOUR up to a frenzy. 

SEYMOUR 
He's so nasty, treating her rough! 

AUDREY TWO 
Smackin' her around and always talkin' so 
tough!

SEYMOUR 
You need blood, and he's got more than 
enough! 

AUDREY TWO 
I need blood, and he's got more than 
enough! 

SEYMOUR AND AUDREY TWO 
You (I) Need blood and he's got more than 
enough! 

The PLANT's pod looks SEYMOUR straight in the eye... 

AUDREY TWO 
So go Git It!! 

SEYMOUR turns away from the PLANT and into a CLOSEUP--his 
face a knot of utter resolve. 

INT--DENTIST'S OFFICE RECEPTION ROOM--6 P.M. THE NEXT 
AFTERNOON. 

MISS MACK, a receptionist and refugee from the Women's 
Army Corps, sits reading "Combat Magazine." Across from 
her waits a patient, MR. DENTON. 

ORIN's GIGGLES waft in from a nearby examining room. They 
are followed by a SCREAM OF PAIN. MISS MACK shakes her 
head and mutters. 

MISS MACK 
Weakling. 

DENTON 
(Cheerfully) 
Does that mean they're finished? Is it 
almost my turn? 

RECEPTIONIST 
Keep your pants on. 

A TEENAGED GIRL emerges from the examining room, her 
sweater spattered with blood. Her mouth is encumbered by 
a grotesquely exaggerated version of a night-retainer so 
large, heavy, and rusted, the GIRL can barely hold her 
head up. HER MOTHER, deeply shaken by the dentistry she 
has just witnessed, mumbles to herself in shock.

MOTHER 
The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not 
want... 

DENTON approaches the teenager. 

DENTON 
What did he do? Tell me everything! 

TEENAGER 
(Unable to make herself understood 
through the metal in her mouth) 
Argfluuggggshjenhkrenh! 

INT--SHOP BASEMENT 

DRAMATIC MUSIC 

SEYMOUR sits at a desk, finishing loading a pistol, his 
face still firm with what he must do. 

Finally, he holds the gun before him like Hamlet examining 
Yorick's skull, then puts it into a black attaché case and starts upstairs. 

INT--RECEPTION AREA 

MISS MACK glances at the clock and starts to pack it in for the evening. 

ORIN enters wearing a leather apron and carrying a chain 
saw. He smiles madly; his eyes are glazed. 

ORIN 
Next! 

DENTON springs to his feet. 

DENTON 
That's me! Arthur Denton! I'm next! 

ORIN 
(Askance at the enthusiasm) 
Does that have an appointment? 

MISS MACK 
Ask it. I'm off duty.

SHE leaves. DENTON chattes away excitedly as he and ORIN 
head for the office. 

DENTON 
You know, I've been saving up all month 
for this. I'm sure I need a root canal. 
I'm sure I need a very long, slow, root 
canal. 

ORIN 
We'll see. 

DENTON 
I have a history of dental illness. 

ORIN 
Shut up! 

DENTON 
Yes SIR! 

INT--AN ELEVATOR. 

THE TEENAGER and her MOTHER pass SEYMOUR as he approaches 
the building's CONSIERGE. 

SEYMOUR 
(To CONSIERGE) 
Excuse me. I'm looking for Orin Scrivello 
...DDS. 

MOTHER 
(Overhearing and butting in) 
Look what he did to my child! He's insane! 

CONSIERGE 
(Nonchalant) 
He's in 563. 

INT--ORIN's OFFICE 

ORIN wears a W.W.II army helmet, which has been especially 
fitted with a gas mask and a hose to the nitrous supply. 
HISSING SOUNDS. ORIN giggles as he comes toward DENTON, 
brandishing a Black and Decker power drill. 

DENTON 
Yes! Yes! That's it! Show it to me first! 
Show it to me, first!

ORIN starts into his mouth... 

INT--HALL OUTSIDE ORIN's RECEPTION ROOM. 

SEYMOUR gets out of the elevator. MISS MACK gets in. OFF 
CAMERA, we hear DENTON, carrying on. 

DENTON (CONT'D) 
Oh yes! Oh God, yes! Don't stop! Don't 
stop! 

SEYMOUR is horrified by what he hears. MISS MACK winks at 
him as the ELEVATOR door closes on her. 

INT--RECEPTION AREA. 

SEYMOUR enters and sits, his briefcase beside him. 
From the inner office, DENTON'S CRIES OF PLEASURE surface 
over the SOUNDS OF DRILLING. 

DENTON (O.S.) 
That was terrific! More! 

Louder DRILLING. 

DENTON (CONT'D o.S.) 
Don't stop! Oh God, Don't stop now! 

SEYMOUR winces, looks at his watch, opens the briefcase a 
crack, sees that the pistol is there waiting, and closes 
it again. 

Louder DRILLING. 

DENTON (CONT'D, O.S.) 
More! Yes! Yes! Yes! Now! Now! Yes! 
(Then quietly) 
What's wrong? 

ORIN (O.S.) 
(Under his breath) 
Get out. 

DENTON (O.S.) 
Aw, come on, Doc. 

ORIN (O.S.)
I said, Get Out! 

SEYMOUR clutches his briefcase as DENTON comes running out 
of the office, ORIN following close behind, carrying his 
drill and his gas mask. 

ORIN 
Goddam sicko! Move it! 

DENTON is out the door in a flash. ORIN, frenzied, whirls 
on SEYMOUR, catching him off guard. 

ORIN (CONT'D) 
Lemme ask you something. 
(Brandishing drill) 
Does this scare you? 

SEYMOUR 
Yeah. 

ORIN 
Would you like it if I took this thing and 
made straight for your goddam incisors?! 

SEYMOUR 
No! 

ORIN 
It'd hurt, right? 

SEYMOUR 
Right! 

ORIN 
You'd scream, right? 

SEYMOUR 
Right! 

ORIN 
Then get your ass in here! 

SEYMOUR 
What?! 

Before SEYMOUR can do anything, ORIN has grabbed the 
briefcase, tossed it on couch, and started hauling SEYMOUR 
into the office. SEYMOUR is caught completely off guard.

INT--OFFICE 

SEYMOUR struggles, but ORIN easily straps him into the 
chair. 

ORIN 
(As he straps him in) 
Don't I know you? 

SEYMOUR 
Seymour Krelborn, we met yester... 

ORIN forces SEYMOUR'S mouth wide open and looks in 
gleefully. 

ORIN 
Oo, your mouth's a mess, kid. You've got 
cavities, you've got plaque. You're 
impacted, you're abscessed. You need a 
complete oral examination. We'll start 
with that wisdom tooth! 

ORIN puts his WWII army-helmet back on. HISSING SOUNDS. 

SEYMOUR 
NO! 

ORIN 
We'll just rip the little bugger right 
outa there, whattdya say? 

SEYMOUR 
Let me go! 

ORIN turns to SEYMOUR, suddenly smiling. 

ORIN 
There's always time for dental hygiene, 
Seymour. You ever seen the results of a 
neglected mouth? Look Seymour! 

With a flick of his finger, ORIN turns on a light box, 
similar to those used to read X-Rays. The one, however, 
displays an enormous color slide of a disgusting, rotted, 
decaying, salivating mouth. 

ORIN (CONT'D) 
This could happen to you!

SEYMOUR 
(About to be ill) 
It could? 

ORIN 
Unless I take immediate action. 

Heading for his WWI field drill. 

ORIN (CONT'D) 
Let's get started. 

ORIN starts to pump the drill's pedal. It makes a highpitched, horrible sound. 

SEYMOUR 
What's that?! 

ORIN 
That's the drill, Seymour! 

SEYMOUR 
It's rusty! 

ORIN 
It's an antique! 
(Fondly) 
They don't make instruments like this 
anymore. Sturdy, heavy, dull. This is 
gonna be a challenge. This is gonna be a 
pleasure. 

He is about to drill SEYMOUR badly when... 

THE HISSING SOUND stops abruptly. 

ORIN (CONT'D) 
Oh baby, don't fail me now! 

He takes off the helmet, shakes it, then tosses it aside 
and moves to a cabinet. 

ORIN (CONT'D) 
No problem. I've got a spare! 

ORIN opens the a cabinet and pulls out a mask that 
resembles a diving helmet, decorated with black leather 
thongs and silver studs. He straps it on and screws it
into place around his neck--an elaborate procedure. 
He is preoccupied enough not to notice 

SEYMOUR LOOSENING HIS WRIST RESTRAINTS. 

ORIN (CONT'D) 
See, I really want to enjoy this and I 
find that a little giggle gas before we 
begin increases my pleasure enormously. 

The mask in place now, ORIN turns the knob on the wall all 
the way up to FULL. 

ORIN 
Here we go! 

HISSING SOUNDS. ORIN immediately begins to get high and 
giggle. 

ORIN (CONT'D) 
Ready for blast-off! 
(He's really getting silly) 
Ten...nine...eight...seven... 
(He is overcome) 
Yaahaahaahaa! Hoo!Hoo!Hoo! 

ORIN is laughing so hard now, he has to hold onto a 
countertop for support. This turns his back toward 
SEYMOUR. 

ORIN (CONT'D) 
Ohboy, Seymour I am flyin' now. Oh, the 
things we are gonna do to your mouth! 
Heeeyaaahahahaha! 

ORIN tries to regain composure and straighten up. 

ORIN 
Okay, okay, okay, okay. Work to do. 
(More laughter) 
Time to work. 
(More laughter) 
Okay, okay, straighten up and... 

HE somehow manages to pull himself to an upright position 
and turn around. Suddenly, his expression is one of shock. 
He sees--

SEYMOUR, standing in the doorway, pointing a gun at him. 

ORIN 
What the hell is that? 

SEYMOUR closes his eyes and clenches his teeth, trying to 
make himself shoot. 

SEYMOUR 
A gun. 

ORIN 
A gun. 
(Exploding with laughter, then 
talking through it with 
difficulty.) 
He's got a gun! Well don't that beat all? 
The kid's got a goddam revolver! 
(More laughter) 
Jesus, I'm in trouble, huh? Better turn 
the gas off and... 

He turns the gas knob. 

It comes off in his hand. THE HISSING SOUND continues. 
This strikes him funny. 

ORIN 
Did you see that? 
(Laughter) 
Cheap goddam Japanese instruments! 

SEYMOUR keeps the gun pointed, trying to force himself to 
actually pull the trigger. 

ORIN makes an attempt to get the mask off, but he can 
barely get his arms up to his head. He's too weak from the 
gas and the laughter. 

ORIN 
Oh boy...uh...this could be tricky. 
Uh...Seymour, give me a hand would ya? 
Er...no, I guess you wouldn't. 
(He laughs) 
Uh...Let's think here. 

He tries to pull the hose out of the wall. The entire gas 
apparatus comes with it, sending ORIN crashing to the 
floor. THE HISSING CONTINUES.

ORIN finds this hilarious. He's on the floor laughing like 
an imbecile, wheezing, and desperately trying to catch his 
breath. He tries to get to his feet. He can't. He 
struggles to speak: 

ORIN (CONT'D) 
The point is, Seymour, I could asphyx 
...asphyx...asphyx...This 
is...sidesplitting. 

SEYMOUR just stands there watching, gun still pointed. 

ORIN 
(Still laughing weakly. With great 
difficulty.) Help me get the mask off...please... Come 
on, kid. I'm gettin' enough in here to 
choke a...a...a... 
(Gasps) 
What a riot. 
(A real scream) 
Help me!!! 
(A beat, then weakly) 
What'd I ever do to you? 

SEYMOUR 
Nothin' 
(Beat. Then quietly) 
It's what you did to her. 

ORIN stares SEYMOUR in the face. 

ORIN 
Her who? 
(Beat) 

He gets it. We see it in his eyes. He knows why SEYMOUR 
has come. 

ORIN (CONT'D) 
Oh. 
(Beat) 
Her. 

ORIN loges consciousness. His head, still encased in the 
mask, hits the floor with a thud. 

He's dead.

SEYMOUR slowly lowers the unused gun to his side. 

MUSIC: Sturm and Drang. A full orchestral "Little Shop" in 
a minor key. 

EXT--A DARK ALLEY--NIGHT. 

SEYMOUR is slowly and laboriously dragging a very large 
and heavy white bag. 

EXT--A STREET CORNER--NIGHT 

SEYMOUR, emerging from an alley, checks to see that no-one 
is around and then crosses the street, straining to drag 
the large white bag with him. 

INT--THE SHOP--NIGHT 

SEYMOUR stands before AUDREY II, the white bag at his 
feet. The PLANT, back-lit, seems bigger than ever. SEYMOUR 
suddenly seems very small and insignificant. 

SEYMOUR 
I certainly hope you're satisfied. 

AUDREY II 
(Voice booming) 
Looks delicious! 

SEYMOUR 
(Disgusted) 
Thank you. 

SEYMOUR turns to leave. 

AUDREY II 
Chop it up. 

SEYMOUR stops in his tracks, appalled. 

SEYMOUR 
Uh, Twoey, that's where I draw the.... 

AUDREY II 
FEED ME! 

SEYMOUR 
(Defeated)
Okay, okay. 

EXT--A DIMLY LIT COURTYARD, BEHIND THE SHOP 
Sturm and Drang MUSIC continues. 

SEYMOUR looks around nervously, then drags the white bag 
out of the shop, into courtyard. 

INT--THE BASEMENT 

SEYMOUR rummages around in the tool cabinet until he finds 
what he's looking for: 

AN AXE. 

The very sight of it makes him wince. But what must be 
done, must be done... 

EXT--COURTYARD 

SEYMOUR enters with the axe, a bucket, and a pile of old 
newspapers. He starts spreading the papers out on the 
concrete. 

EXT--THE FRONT OF THE SHOP. 

MUSHNIK appears at the front door. The night gate is down 
and locked, of course. He fumbles to find the correct key. 
He can't. He's frustrated. He starts around through the 
alley to try the back door. 

EXT--COURTYARD 

SEYMOUR grits his teeth, closes his eyes, and raises the axe. 
ANGLE--THE COURTYARD WALL 

SEYMOUR's shadow. He brings the axe down. There's an awful 

SOUND as it hits bottom. 

EXT--SHOP BACK DOOR 

MUSHNIK, fumbling with another key, hears the SOUND. He 
turns. 

ANGLE--THE COURTYARD WALL

THE SHADOW lowers the axe again. That SOUND. 

CLOSEUP--MUSHNIK 

His jaw drops. If this were 1925, his hair would stand on 
end. 

THE SHADOW continues its task. 

EXT --THE SHOP BACK DOOR 

MUSHNIK, stunned and sickened, forgets his business in the 
shop and runs. 

INT--THE SHOP 

As MUSIC builds to a thunderous climax, SEYMOUR is seen, 
gingerly and with great distaste, lifting bits of ORIN (an 
arm with a studded leather wristband; a head frozen in a 
stupid grin) and dumping them into the PLANT'S cavernous 
pod. EATING SOUNDS and then, 

THE PLANT LAUGHS--a deep, echoing, frightening laughter 
that reverberates as we dissolve to: 

THE BASEMENT--FOLLOWING MORNING 

SEYMOUR is asleep, but restless. The PLANT'S LAUGHTER 
still echoes in his dreams. He wakes up as he becomes 
aware of A SIREN IN THE DISTANCE, drawing closer. 

He gets up and looks through his window. 

EXT--SKID ROW, SEYMOUR'S P.O.V. 

A police car has pulled up in front of AUDREY's house. TWO 
OFFICERS, FRANK and JOE, are talking to her. She looks 
shocked by something they've said. 

SEYMOUR starts to dress, frantically. 

EXT --AUDREY'S FRONT STOOP. 

AUDREY and the OFFICERS are in mid-interview. 

FRANK 
We got your name from his rolodex. See, 
we'd been watching this Scrivello for a
while. 

JOE 
There's been trouble before. 

FRANK 
Dissatisfied patients. 

JOE 
And he was heavily in debt to certain 
rubber appliance firms. 

AUDREY 
I had no idea. 

JOE 
Well, we'd appreciate it if you'd contact 
us should anything come up. 

AUDREY 
Of course, Officers. 

FRANK 
Thanks for your time. 

JOE 
And keep that pretty nose clean. 

THE OFFICERS climb into their car and pull away. AUDREY 
sits on the stoop, very upset. 

SEYMOUR waits until the POLICE have pulled away, then 
approaches from across the street. 

SEYMOUR 
Audrey? 

She looks up and tries to force a smile. 

AUDREY 
Oh...Hi, Seymour. 

SEYMOUR 
(Frightened) 
What's wrong? What's...what's the matter? 

AUDREY 
I'm alright. I'm...I'm...I'm fine, I...

She's about to cry and doesn't want him to see. She starts 
away from him, MOVING down the street. He follows. 

SEYMOUR 
Audrey--What did they say to you? 

AUDREY 
Who? 

SEYMOUR 
The police. 

AUDREY 
Oh, nothing. 

SEYMOUR 
Audrey, talk to me. What'd they say? 

She gives in and stops. 

AUDREY 
It's Orin...They say he's disappeared! 

SEYMOUR 
The...police told you that? 

AUDREY 
I just can't imagine him as a missing 
person, can you? They suspect foul play. 
His receptionist, Miss Mack, this morning 
she found the place a shambles...gas masks 
everywhere... things ripped out of 
walls...They think... I can't even think 
about what they think. 

She starts to cry and moves away from him. She turns a 
corner and happens into-- 

EXT--A PICTURESQUE ALLEYWAY. 

A jumble of fire escapes fills the background. The very 
walls seem to be tinted lavender and blue--a watercolor of 
urban architecture--something out of West Side Story. 

AUDREY, still crying, finds a trash can and perches on it to sob. 

SEYMOUR 
Audrey...Audrey, please don't cry. Please.
....Would it be...so terrible...If
something HAD happened to him? 

AUDREY 
Seymour, what a thing to say! 

SEYMOUR 
Well, would it? 

AUDREY 
(After a beat and a sniffle: a 
confession) 
It wouldn't be terrible at all. It would 
be-—- A Miracle. Not to mention all the 
money I'd save on Epsom salts and ace 
bandages. 

SEYMOUR 
See? 

AUDREY 
But I'd still feel guilty. I mean, if he 
met with foul play or some terrible 
accident of some kind, it'd partly be my 
fault, you see. 'Cause secretly...I wished 
it.

She fights back tears. SEYMOUR works up the nerve to sit 
beside her. After a beat, he speaks very gently. 

SEYMOUR 
Audrey, you shouldn't waste one more 
minute worrying about that creep. There's 
alot of guys would give anything to go out 
with you. Nice guys. 

AUDREY 
I don't deserve a nice guy, Seymour. 

SEYMOUR 
That's not true. 

She rises and moves away. She could never say this to his 
face. 

AUDREY 
You don't know the half of it. I've led a 
terrible life.

SEYMOUR
Audrey, don't...
 
AUDREY 
I deserved a creep like Orin Scrivello, 
D.D.S. You know where I met him? In the 
gutter. 

SEYMOUR 
The gutter? 

AUDREY 
The gutter. It's a nightspot. I used to 
work there on my nights off when we 
weren't making much money. I'd put on 
cheap and tasteless outfits...not nice 
ones like this. Low and nasty apparel, and 
I'd.... 

She breaks. She sits on a pile of crates, weeping softly. 
MUSIC under: the intro to "Suddenly Seymour." SEYMOUR 
comes close and kneels beside her. 

SEYMOUR 
Audrey, that's all behind you now. You've 
got nothing to be ashamed of. You're a 
very nice person and I always knew you 
were. Underneath the bruises and the 
handcuffs, you know what I saw? A girl I 
respected. I still do. 
(Sung) 
Lift up your head 
Wash off your mascara 
Here...take my Kleenex, 
Wipe that lipstick away 
Show me your face 
Clean as the mornin' 
I know things were bad 
But now they're okay. 

He rises and is suddenly framed against a yellow morning 
sky, glimpsed at the end of the alley. For a moment he's 
Gary Cooper, John Glenn, Gordon MacCrea. AUDREY looks up 
at him in awe. 

SEYMOUR CONT'D) 
Suddenly, Seymour 
Is standing beside you 
You don't need no makeup
Don't have to pretend 
Suddenly, Seymour 
Is here to provide you 
Sweet Understanding 
Seymour's your friend. 

AUDREY does not sing back to him. She sings, instead, to 
God, her eyes brimming with tears. 

AUDREY 
Nobody ever 
Treated me kindly 
Daddy left early 
Mama was poor. 
I'd meet a man and 
I'd follow him blindly 
He'd snap his fingers 
Me, I'd say 
'Sure’ 

As a look of quasi-religious redemption spreads across her 
mascara-stained face: 

AUDREY (CONT'D) 
Suddenly, Seymour 
Is standing beside me 
He don't give me orders 
He don't condescend 
Suddenly, Seymour 
Is here to provide me 
Sweet Understanding 
Seymour's my friend. 
He moves toward her. 

SEYMOUR 
Tell me this feelin' lasts til forever 
Tell me the bad times 
Are clean washed away 

She moves away from him, up onto a fire escape--"to 
think". 

AUDREY 
Please understand that 
It's still strange and frightnin' 
For losers like I've been 
It's so hard to say....

And she turns, all passionate commitment. Now he's on the 
ground and she's on a fire escape. It's the balcony scene. 
They reach for each other through the iron bars. 

AUDREY (CONT'D) 
Suddenly, Seymour! 

We PULL BACK to see that CRYSTAL,RONETTE, AND CHIFFON are 
lurking on another fire escape, across the alley, prepared 
to sing backup. 

SEYMOUR AND GIRLS 
Suddenly, Seymour! 

AUDREY 
He purified me! 

SEYMOUR AND GIRLS 
He purified you! 

AUDREY 
Suddenly, Seymour! 

SEYMOUR AND GIRLS 
Suddenly, Seymour! 

AUDREY 
Showed me I can-—-- 

With one Errol Flynn gesture, SEYMOUR pulls himself up 
onto the fire escape beside her. 

SEYMOUR 
Yes, you can-- 

AUDREY 
Learn how to 

ALL 
Be more 
The girl that's inside me (you)! 

SEYMOUR 
With Sweet Understanding-- 

AUDREY 
Sweet Understanding--
 
SEYMOUR
With Sweet Understanding-- 

AUDREY 
Sweet Understanding-- 

ALL 
Sweet Understanding! 
Seymour's My (Your) Man! 

And at the number's close, they're locked in the 
quintessential love-duet pose: his arms around her from 
behind, faces close together, eyes glistening, and mouths 
open to hold the last note as long as the arrangement 
demands. 

EXT--SKID ROW STREET, LATER THAT DAY 

MUSIC: "Suddenly Seymour” playoff. 

SEYMOUR fairly floats down the street toward the shop, 
hands in pockets, head in the clouds. It's the happiest 
day of his life. 

INT--THE SHOP 
SEYMOUR stands in the doorway a moment in awe. As a result 
of last night's feeding-- 

AUDREY TWO has practically doubled in bulk. The PLANT is 
glowing with green good health. It's even starting to bud. 
SEYMOUR stands and takes in the sight. His mind wanders 
for a moment to how this happened, but he shakes his head 
and tries to block it out. He goes into-- 

INT--THE STOREROOM. 
SEYMOUR stands for a moment, lovingly admiring AUDREY's 
flower-arranging area. A half-finished "It's a Boy" 
arrangement (with blue ribbons and cigars) sits on her 
work table. He touches it gently, sees a smiling PICTURE 
OF AUDREY on the table and picks it up to kiss it when 
he's startled by: 

MUSHNIK 
You love her madly, don't you, shmuck? 

SEYMOUR turns around to see MUSHNIK standing in the 
shadows at the top of the cellar stairs.

SEYMOUR 
Mr. Mushnik--you scared me. 

MUSHNIK 
I scared him. After what I've seen...I 
scared him. 

SEYMOUR doesn't get it. He changes the subject.
 
SEYMOUR 
Oh...I got a telegram from National 
Geographic. They're gonna come take 
pictures on Thursday, right after the TV 
filming. I think maybe we should close 
for... 

MUSHNIK 
(Not about to be put off) 
You think I didn't know? I knew you lay 
down there on your pathetic cot--dreaming 
about her hair...her makeup...her 
stockings. 

SEYMOUR 
Hey, wait a minute. 

MUSHNIK 
...Little did I know the lengths to which 
you'd go...the depths to which you'd 
Sink...

SEYMOUR 
What depths? What sink? What are you 
talking about? 

Music in: "Suppertime intro," a tension-producing "tubular bells"-style vamp." 

MUSHNIK 
Little red dots all over the linoleum... 

MUSHNIK points down to-- 

TINY SPECKS OF DRIED BLOOD ON THE FLOOR. 

SEYMOUR, who had no idea they were there, loses his breath.

MUSHNIK (CONT'D) 
Little red spots on the concrete outside!! 
I'm talking blood, Krelborn! I'm talking 
under my own roof...an axe murderer! 

MUSIC: A BIG CHORD. SEYMOUR'S face falls. QUICK CUT TO: 

INT--THE SHOP. 

AUDREY TWO 
(Singing) 
He's got your number now. 

And back to THE STOREROOM.
 
MUSHNIK 
(Spoken) 
I left the shop without my umbrella last 
night. 

Musical Number: "Suppertime." In the sequence to follow, 
this pattern is maintained. SEYMOUR and MUSHNIK speak in 
the STOREROOM while AUDREY TWO sings in the SHOP. We cut 
back and forth between the two locations. 

Occasionally, AUDREY TWO's voice may be heard only in V.O. 
as we hold on the panic-stricken SEYMOUR. It's almost as if 
the plant knows his inner-most thoughts. Almost, hell. It does! 

AUDREY TWO 
He knows just what you done. 

MUSHNIK 
The rain had stopped, I thought who needs it? 

AUDREY TWO 
You've got no place to hide. 

MUSHNIK 
But then it starts to get a little dampish. 

AUDREY TWO 
You've got nowhere to run. 

MUSHNIK 
So I came back here to get it.

AUDREY TWO 
He knows your life of crime! 

MUSHNIK 
That's when I caught you in the act! 

AUDREY TWO 
I think it's Suppertime! 

MUSHNIK 
I saw what you...ugh...what you done to 
her boyfriend! 

AUDREY TWO 
He's got his facts all straight. 

SEYMOUR 
I'm innocent! I'm innocent! 

AUDREY TWO 
You know he's on your trail!

MUSHNIK 
Some innocent! I saw you chopping! 

AUDREY TWO 
He's gonna turn you in! 

SEYMOUR starts toward MUSHNIK, desperate to explain. 

MUSHNIK produces a gun and trains it on SEYMOUR, to hold him back. 

SEYMOUR 
Okay, I chopped him up, but I didn't kill him. 

AUDREY TWO 
They're gonna put you in jail. 

MUSHNIK 
Don't come closer! I'll shoot! 

AUDREY TWO 
He's U.S.D.A. Prime! 

SEYMOUR 
What have you got that for? 

AUDREY TWO 
For my Suppertime! 

MUSHNIK 
To take you to the police! 

Throughout the following verse, the PLANT continues to 
sing as MUSHNIK, holding the gun on SEYMOUR, backs him 
down the stairs to get his jacket and hat. He then backs 
him back up the stairs and toward the front door to leave 
for the police station. 

We CUT back and forth between SEYMOUR and the PLANT, aware 
that SEYMOUR is struggling to come up with a decent way 
out. Must there be more bloodshed? 

AUDREY TWO 
Come on, come on 
National Geographic! 
Come on, come on 
Your future with Audrey 
Come on, come on 
Ain't no time to turn squeamish 
Come on, come on 
I swear on all my spores, 
When he's gone the world will be yours! 

We pull back to notice that CRYSTAL, RONETTE, and CHIFFON 
are lurking in the shadows outside the shop window. 

GIRLS 
(Singing softly, seductively) 
Come on...come on... 
Come on...come on... 

By now, MUSHNIK has SEYMOUR at the front door. He stops. 
VAMP CONTINUES UNDER as he speaks. 

MUSHNIK 
Krelborn, I just want to say it kills me 
to have to do this. 

GIRLS 
(Singing) 
It's suppertime... 

MUSHNIK
You've been like a retarded son to me 

GIRLS 
Awww, Suppertime. 

SEYMOUR 
I appreciate that, sir.
 
GIRLS 
(Singing) 
MMmmmm, Suppertime... 
Supperti-i-ime 

MUSHNIK 
Considering the fact you're something of 
an idiot, and the man you hacked to pieces 
wasn't such a paragon himself...you could 
get off in thirty, forty years. 

SEYMOUR 
I guess so. 

VAMP continues under. 

MUSHNIK 
And it would be a shame, all things 
considered that your...life's work 
shouldn't be here waiting for you. 
He gestures toward the PLANT. 

MUSHNIK (CONT'D) 
So...if you want me to... 

SEYMOUR 
Oh, would you take care of Audrey Two, sir? 

MUSHNIK 
(Trying to cover his pleasure) 
If you insist. I assume you water it and fertilize...
 
SEYMOUR 
She...needs...to be fed, sir. 

THE PLANT rustles its leaves in anticipation.

MUSHNIK 
Fed? 

SEYMOUR 
Just...potash...you know...the usual 
minerals and all. 

MUSHNIK 
Of course. 

SEYMOUR 
But they've...gotta get inside, you 
see...if I could show you, sir... 

MUSHNIK, fascinated but wary, stays close and keeps the 
gun trained as SEYMOUR backs toward the PLANT. When they 
are within a foot of the plant-- 

SEYMOUR (CONT'D) 
You've got to knock on the pod...like 
this...
 
SEYMOUR knocks on the pod three times. It opens very 
slowly--an awesome sight. The teeth are huge, now. The 
interior is a lush, hairy, red affair. 

MUSHNIK 
(In awe) 
Amazing. 

In his amazement at the sight, MUSHNIK lets the gun drop 
to his side for a moment. This provides SEYMOUR with an 
opportunity. He shuts his eyes, gulps, and lunges forward 
with all his might, pushing MUSHNIK inside the plant. 
SEYMOUR turns his back. He can't watch what he knows will 
come next. 

With the force of a hungry shark, the JAWS slam shut on 
MUSHNIK. CRUNCHING SOUNDS, punctuated by MUSICAL CHORDS, 
mingle with the old man's SCREAMS. 

MUSHNIK 
Krelborn! 
(Crunch; CHORD) 
No! 
(Crunch; CHORD) 
Aaaaaggggghhhhhhhhh!

One last musical CHORD. 

CLOSEUP: SEYMOUR, his face a portrait of confusion, fear, 
and regret. 

INTERIOR-—-A RESTAURANT NOT UNLIKE THE RUSSIAN 
TEAROOM--SEVERAL DAYS LATER. 

SEYMOUR sits in a booth wearing a black jacket the 
restaurant had to supply. He is staring down in 
bewilderment, guilt, and nausea at a plate of steak 
tartare. Across from him a John Houseman-type DEAN 
OF ADVANCED STUDIES is in mid-sentence. 

DEAN 
And of course the Luther Burbank Memorial 
Chair in Creative Botany is an extremely 
prestigious position... 
(Beat) Mr. Krelborn...are you alright? 

SEYMOUR looks up from his steak tartare. 

SEYMOUR 
Could you ask them to take this away, please? 

In the bg, a well-dressed woman, MRS. LUCE, notices 
SEYMOUR and starts table-hopping her way toward him. 

DEAN 
Of course-- 
(He gestures to a waiter) 
We don't want to pressure you, Mr. 
Krelborn, but the University Board of 
Governors is extremely anxious...
 
MRS. LUCE Arrives at the table. 

LUCE 
There you are, you naughty boy! You're not returning calls. 

SEYMOUR 
(Wishing she'd go away) 
I'm sorry I-- 

LUCE 
(To the DEAN)
Don't mind my barging in, do you? 
(Extending her hand) 
Mrs. Luce. 

SEYMOUR 
This is professor... 

DEAN 
Dean. 

SEYMOUR 
Dean-- 

DEAN 
Dean Pitchfork, Way Northern University. 

LUCE 
Enchanted. Seymour, poopsie, we can't hold 
that March cover 'til Doomsday. Now, can 
we have lunch this week? 

SEYMOUR 
I guess so. 

LUCE 
Supah! My boy will buzz. Enchanted. 
(Spots someone across room) 
Laurence? Larry? Lord! Is that you? 

She's gone. 

SEYMOUR 
(Miserable and musing) 
Alaska ...that's far away, isn't it? 

DEAN 
Well, yes...But Igloo Falls is definitely 
on the move. 
SEYMOUR 
Oh, I don't care about that. As long as 
it's isolated. 

DEAN 
We're snow-bound eleven months of the 
year. 

In the background, PATRICK MARTIN, a midwestern executive 
in a green suit, notices SEYMOUR and starts table-hopping
toward him. 

SEYMOUR 
Great. I wouldn't have to bring the plant 
with me? 

DEAN 
We expect you to develop other plants. 

PATRICK MARTIN arrives at the table. 

MARTIN 
Excuse me, you're Seymour Krelborn, aren't you? 

SEYMOUR 
I guess so, but-- 

MARTIN 
We've been trying to reach you, kid. Have 
your phones been busy! Mind if I sit down? 
Patrick Martin. Licensing and Marketing 
Division, World Botanical Enterprises. 

SEYMOUR looks at his watch. 

SEYMOUR 
Oh no! It's four o'clock! I'm very late! I gotta... 

SEYMOUR springs up and starts out of the booth. 

MARTIN 
This'll only take a... 

DEAN 
When will we hear from you? 

SEYMOUR leans across the table to shake the DEAN's hand. 

SEYMOUR 
Soon. I'm very interested... 

As SEYMOUR tries to make his way out of the restaurant, he 
is approached by SKIP SNIP, a well-dressed tall gentleman 
with a small beard. 

SKIP SNIP 
Seymour Krelborn?

SEYMOUR doesn't stop MOVING, elbowing his way toward the 
coat-check. SNIP follows. 

SEYMOUR 
Yes. Excuse me, please, I've gotta... 

SKIP SNIP 
Skip Snip, William Morris Agency. 
Congrats! I hear your plant is gonna be 
Grand Marshall at the Rose Bowl! 

An ADMAN in the crowd overhears and leans over. 

ADMAN 
Love the concept. Lunch? 
As they pass the coat-check, SEYMOUR tosses back the 
borrowed jacket and the GIRL hands SEYMOUR his baseball 
cap. 

SEYMOUR 
Excuse me, please...I've gotta... 
He is out the front door and onto-- 

EXT--THE STREET 

Here he is mobbed by A SWARM OF SQUEALING BOBBY-SOXERS 

BOBBY-SOXERS 
(Ad.Lib.) 
Yaaagggh! That's him! That's him! That's 
Seymour! 

SEYMOUR disappears into the throng. 

INT--THE SHOP--A SHORT TIME LATER 

A CAMERA CREW and TV CHORUS are in the midst of filming a 
spot for "DEL MONTE PRESENTS THE ANNUAL ROSEBOWL 
SPECTACULAR WITH SPECIAL GUEST STAR AUDREY TWO." 
AUDREY stands to one side, watching delightedly. 

SINGERS and DANCERS are doing something silly and Dallas 
Cowboy Cheerleaderish in front of the PLANT. It's bigger 
than ever and has been decorated with red, white, and blue 
bunting.

SINGERS AND DANCERS 
Vegetables! 
It's time to talk about 'em! 
Vegetables! 
Ya couldn't live without 'em! 
Face the facts, kids, 
Popeye was right! 
So doncha pick those peas 
Out of your Tuna Delight! 

EXT--IN FRONT OF THE SHOP. 
SEYMOUR pushes his way through the CROWD OF DERELICTS who 
have gathered to catch a glimpse of the television 
filming. 

SEYMOUR 
Excuse me, I'm supposed to be in there ... 
That's my plant they're filming. Excuse 
me... 

During the above and the following, the filming continues 
inside: 

SINGERS AND DANCERS (V.O.) 
Vegetables! 
Ya gotta eat alotta 
Vegetables! 
Ya gotta know there's not a 
Food group half as crisp and complete! 
Don't it beat the sox off nasty red meat? 

SEYMOUR encounters a SECURITY MAN. 

SECURITY MAN 
I'm sorry, sir, they're filming... 

He pushes SEYMOUR back, knocking him into a SURLY WINO. 

SURLY WINO 
Hey, watch where you're goin'. 

A scuffle ensues, in which SEYMOUR is punched and 
manhandled by WINOS and SECURITY. 

INT--THE SHOP 

The filming continues:

SINGERS AND DANCERS 
(CONT'D) 
Vegetables! 
Go tell your Mom you wannem! 
Vegetables! 
Try puttin' tofu on 'em! 
Don't ignore them 
Cause if ya do-- 
Someday you'll be a 
Vegetable too!!! 

Suddenly--right as the SINGERS and DANCERS start to go 
into a dance break, THE PLANT COLLAPSES. The vines wilts, 
the leaves sag, and the pod sinks to the floor. Gasps. A 
moment of chaos. 

DIRECTOR 
Cut! What the hell's goin' on? What 
happened to the goddam greenery? 

THE DIRECTOR sees SEYMOUR stumble in the front door. He 
doesn't seem to notice that SEYMOUR is bruised and 
disheveled from a fight outside. 

DIRECTOR (CONT'D) 
You're late Mr. Krelborn. Time is money 
and I'm losin' a mint! What the hell's 
wrong with this thing? 

SEYMOUR 
(Distraught) 
It just...needs to be fed. 

DIRECTOR 
So feed it! 

SEYMOUR 
(Becoming more agitated) 
I can't, not now! 

DIRECTOR 
Then I'll feed it. Where do you keep the 
plantfood? 

SEYMOUR 
(Exploding) 
It doesn't eat plantfood and I can't feed 
it now! Just leave me alone, will ya? All 
of you! Why won't you all leave me a...!

AUDREY 
Seymour! 
(She slaps him daintily) 
You're hysterical. They're only trying to help. 

SEYMOUR 
(Coming to his senses a bit) I know...I know...I'm sorry... 

DIRECTOR 
Okay...Okay, take it easy. You can start 
packin' up, Manny. 

THE CREW immediately begins to dismantle. 

DIRECTOR (CONT'D) 
Tell you what, Mr. Krelborn--we'll reschedule for next week. 

SEYMOUR 
Sure...Sure... 

He stumbles toward the STOREROOM. 

AUDREY 
Seymour-- 

She follows him. 

EXT--THE COURTYARD 

The sun is just beginning to set. AUDREY discovers SEYMOUR 
sitting on a trash heap, face in hands. She moves to him. 

SEYMOUR 
(Softly, to himself) 
What am I gonna do? What am I gonna do? 

AUDREY 
About what? It's wilted before and you've 
always brought it back to life, somehow. 
(Beat) 
Seymour, I think running this place all by 
yourself is too much for you. When did Mr. 
Mushnik say he's be back? 

SEYMOUR
Huh? 

AUDREY 
You know, in that note you told me he left 
you. The one that said he was goin' out to 
his sister's house in... 

SEYMOUR 
Czechoslovakia. He could be gone a very 
long time. 
(Beat) 
Audrey--could I ask you something? 

AUDREY 
Anything. 

SEYMOUR 
Just suppose there'd never been an Audrey 
Two and I was just a nothing again, a 
nobody.... 
(He pauses, afraid to ask) 
Would you still like me? 

AUDREY 
I'd still love you, Seymour. 

He looks at her for a moment, then pulls her to him. 
MUSIC:"SUDDENLY, SEYMOUR" plays under dialogue, quietly 
and gently. 

SEYMOUR 
Then marry me, Audrey. I'll take you to 
that little development you've always 
dreamed about and once we're there it'll 
be happy ever after, I promise. Nice 
little house...nice little car...and no 
plants. No plants at all. 

AUDREY 
If that's what you want. 

SEYMOUR 
It is...oh, it is. We'll go to Alaska. 

AUDREY 
They say it's pretty there. 

SEYMOUR
Then will you? Will you marry me? 

AUDREY 
(A beat. Then shyly) 
Sure. 

SEYMOUR 
You will? 

AUDREY 
Sure! 

SEYMOUR 
Tonight? 

AUDREY 
(Tickled) 
Aw, sure! 

SEYMOUR 
I'll pick you up in an hour and we'll go 
to City Hall! 
(Singing) 
Suddenly, Seymour 
Is standing beside you... 

AUDREY 
(Singing) 
Suddenly, Seymour 
Showed me I can... 
(Suddenly, spoken) 
Seymour, we better stop singing. I've 
gotta get ready! 

As music swells, AUDREY, the happiest girl in the world, 
flies out of the courtyard, turning back only once to blow 
SEYMOUR a kiss. He watches her go, then closes his eyes, 
wishing with all his might that everything will turn out. 

INT--THE SHOP. 

It's deserted now. Outside, the sun sinks lower. THE PLANT 
is still wilted and lifeless. 

SEYMOUR stands looking at it in silence for a moment, then 
very quietly tries to sneak past it. But just as he gets 
to the door, a spooky, hoarse whisper stops him dead in 
his tracks.

AUDREY TWO 
Feed me! 

SEYMOUR 
Under no circumstances. 

AUDREY TWO 
Feed me! 

SEYMOUR 
I will not, so stop asking. 

AUDREY TWO 
Feed me! 

SEYMOUR 
Gimme a break, will ya? For God's sake, 
it's my wedding night!
 
AUDREY TWO 
Tough titty. 

SEYMOUR 
Watch your language. 

AUDREY TWO 
Grub! 

SEYMOUR 
Look! Face it! I can't feed you anymore! I 
can't take living with the guilt! 

AUDREY TWO 
You can't? 

SEYMOUR 
I can't. 

AUDREY TWO 
You're sure? 

SEYMOUR 
I'm sure. 

AUDREY TWO 
Aw, cut the crap and bring on the meat! 

SEYMOUR 
Okay, how's this? I'm goin' out to try and 
find a suit. On my way home, I'll stop and 
get some nice ground beef. 

AUDREY TWO 
Big deal. 

SEYMOUR 
It's my best offer, yes or no? 

The SOUND of a truck outside, coming closer. AUDREY TWO 
perks up a little when it hears it. 

AUDREY TWO 
(Feigning nonchalance) 
Oh well. It's better than nothing. 

SEYMOUR 
Done, fine, great. And don't think you're 
getting dessert. 

EXT--SKID ROW 

As the sun slips further down, WINOS gather and light fires. 

SEYMOUR walks down the street and disappears. 

The SOUND of a truck in the distance, getting closer. 
The WINOS perk up when they hear it. 

INT--THE SHOP 

As the TRUCK SOUND gets louder, the AUDREY TWO perks up 
still further and emits a quiet, satisfied, LAUGH. 

EXT--SKID ROW 

The truck pulls into view. It's white. 

THE WINOS scramble to their feet and form a line. 

THE TRUCK parks across the street from the shop and we can 
now read the letters on its side: 

"RED CROSS MOBILE BLOOD UNIT" 

INT--THE SHOP

Like a dying man crossing a desert, one of AUDREY TWO's 
vines starts to crawl across the room toward the door. 

EXT--MOBILE BLOOD UNIT 

A NURSE opens the door and speaks to the WINOS. 

NURSE 
Okay boys, roll up those sleeves. Tonight 
we're shellin' out a buck a pint. Who 
wants to be first? 

WINOS 
(Ad.Lib.) 
Me! Me! Me! Me! 

INT--THE SHOP 

With great effort, THE VINE pries the door just open 
enough to slip through. It slithers like a snake out into 
the street. 

EXT--SKID ROW 

The vine, still undernourished and straining to move, 
works its way toward the TRUCK, unnoticed by the WINOS. 

INT--STORAGE CLOSET OF MOBILE BLOOD UNIT. 

A small room with a tiny WINDOW and SHELVES full of 
blood-filled test tubes. The NURSE enters to add a new 
vial to the collection and exits again into the front of the truck. 

INT--FRONT OF THE TRUCK. 

A SCHIZOPHRENIC WINO rolls up his sleeve as THE NURSE 
fills out a form. 

NURSE 
Name. 

SCHIZOPHRENIC WINO 
Martin...Lewis...Martin...Lewis...Martin 
... Lewis....Martin...Lewis.... 

NURSE 
Okay, okay, okay. Occupation?

SCHIZOPHRENIC WINO 
Comedy team. 

INT--STORAGE CLOSET OF MOBILE BLOOD UNIT 

THE VINE worms its way in through the tiny WINDOW and 
struggles to reach THE SHELF. 

IT GETS THERE and with one sweeping movement, knocks the 
vials to the floor where they shatter, spilling a great 
amount of Type A. 

THE VINE syphons up the blood like an elephant. 

MUSIC: "Suppertime" vamp begins. 

INT--THE SHOP 

Inside, the transfusion takes immediate effect. 

THE PLANT swells up even as it sucks. 

INT--THE CLOSET 

THE NURSE enters as the VINE withdraws through the window. 
She looks down in shock at the shattered glass. No trace 
of blood anywhere. 

EXT--SKID ROW 

By now, it's the last blaze of SUNSET. The sky is glowing red. 

THE VINE, swelling and pulsating as it goes, leaves the 
MOBILE BLOOD UNIT and slithers to the base of a TELEPHONE 
POLE. 

With great alacrity, it wraps itself around the pole and 
starts to spiral up. 

Reaching the WIRES at the top of the pole, THE VINE 
continues across them, moving toward the LIGHTED WINDOW OF 
AUDREY'S APARTMENT. 

INT--AUDREY'S BEDROOM 

AUDRE¥ sits at her dressing table wearing a white dress, 
brushing her hair. She hasn't teased and styled it yet, so
it falls naturally and softly to her shoulders. It gives 
her the appearance of a heroine in a gothic romance. 

THE VINE appears outside her window. 

EXT--SKID ROW 

THE BLOOD UNIT pulls away and the WINOS scatter to spend 
the money they've just received for their donations. 

INT--AUDREY'S APARTMENT 

Outside the window, the tip of the VINE starts to sprout 
something. At first it's a tiny bud, but within moments it 
has swelled to the shape of a POD. It's a miniature 
version of the BIG POD in the shop. It opens its mouth, 
revealing tiny teeth...and sings. 

AUDREY TWO 
(Sung) Hey little lady, hello! 

AUDREY 
(Spoken, startled) 
Who...who said that? 

AUDREY TWO 
(Sung) 
You're lookin' cute as can be! 

SHE rises, frightened and looks around the room. 

AUDREY 
(Spoken) 
Is someone in here? 

AUDREY TWO 
(Sung) You're lookin' mighty sweet! 

AUDREY 
(Spoken) 
Seymour? Seymour? 

AUDREY TWO 
(Sung) 
No, it ain't Seymour.... 

She moves to the WINDOW. THE VINE pulls back a bit, so she
can't see it. 

AUDREY TWO (CONT'D) 
(Spoken) 
It's me! 

Through the window, she sees-- 

EXT--THE SHOP--AUDREY'S P.O.V. 

NIGHT has fallen. 

Through the SHOP'S LARGE FRONT DISPLAY WINDOW, the PLANT 
is clearly visible. It is totally ALIVE--its vines 
writhing like a medusa, its leaves flapping like great 
palmetto fans, its pod grown to mammoth proportions. It 
emits an unearthly GREEN GLOW that spills from the shop 
onto the street. 

ANGLE--AUDREY AT THE WINDOW 

AUDREY 
Oh my God! 

INT--AUDREY'S APARTMENT 

She throws a sweater across her shoulders and starts out. 

EXT--SKID ROW 

A lone and vulnerable figure moves in shock and amazement 
toward the shop. When she reaches the door, she stops and 
stares in wonder. 

AUDREY 
(Under her breath) 
I don't believe it. 

ANGLE--THE PLANT, inside the shop continues to writhe. The 
POD speaks. AUDREY, just outside the door is just beyond 
the grasp of the largest, strongest tendrils. 

AUDREY TWO 
Believe it, baby. 

AUDREY 
Am I dreaming this? 

AUDREY TWO
No, and you ain't in Kansas, neither. 
(Beat) 
I need me some water in the worst way. 
Look at my branch, I'm drying up. 
(Sung) 
Come on and give me a drink. 

AUDREY 
(Spoken) 
I don't know if I should. 

AUDREY TWO 
(Sung) 
Hey little lady, be nice. 

AUDREY 
(Spoken) 
Do you talk to Seymour like this? 

AUDREY TWO 
(Spoken) 
Sure do! 
(Sung) 
I'll drink it straight! 

INSERT--A GROCERY STORE. 

SEYMOUR, carrying a suit bag, checks out of with a pound 
of ground beef.

AUDREY TWO (V.O.) 
(Sung) 
Don't need no glass and no ice! 

SEYMOUR leaves the store and starts down the street. 

AUDREY TWO (V.O. CONT'D) 
(Sung) 
Don't need no twist of lime! 

INT--THE SHOP 
AUDREY 
(Spoken) 
Alright...I'll get the can. 

She moves into the shop, cowering along the wall, 
just into range of the LARGE TENDRILS' grasp. 

In a flash, it wraps around her like a boa constrictor. 

AUDREY TWO 
(Spoken) 
And now it's Suppertime! 

AUDREY screams and struggles. The TENDRIL starts pulling 
her toward the gaping POD. 

INSERT--SKID ROW 

Seymour, carrying the suit and grocery bags, turns the 
corner. 

INT--THE SHOP 

AUDREY fights for all she's worth, but the vines ensnare 
and attack her from all sides. She's being pulled 
inexorably toward the POD. 

AUDREY TWO 
Relax, doll and it'll be easier. Come join 
your dentist friend and Mushnik...... 

THE PLANT brings two vines with large unopened buds to 
within a foot of AUDREY's face. 

The BUDS spring open and become flowers. 

In the center of each bloom is a face. One is ORIN. The 
other is MUSHNIK. 

AUDREY screams. 

INSERT--SKID ROW 

SEYMOUR hears the screams, drops the bags, and starts 
running toward the shop. 

INT--THE SHOP 

AUDREY TWO (CONT'D) 
They're right inside! 

And with one great heave, the vines pull her into the POD 
itself. THE JAWS clamp down. She screams again. 

THE SHOP DOOR flies open. SEYMOUR rushes in and begins
prying at the pod with all his might. 
SEYMOUR 
Get off of her! Get off of her! 
He finally succeeds in getting the pod open just enough to 
pull her out. She is alive, but just barely. Her dress is 
tastefully stained with just a bit of red. 

He drags her out of the shop, kicking the fighting vines 
and branches out of his way as he goes, until he gets her 
beyond their reach and through the door. 

EXT--SKID ROW 

The golden glow of a streetlamp floods lyrically down on 
them, as SEYMOUR lowers the dying AUDREY to the moonlit 
pavement, and cradles her in his arms. 

MUSIC comes in softly under. 

SEYMOUR 
Don't die, Audrey. Please, please don't 
die. 

AUDREY 
(Innocently, weakly) 
You know, the plant just said the 
strangest thing just now...It said that 
Orin and Mr. Mushnik were already inside. 

SEYMOUR 
(The ultimate confession) 
It's true. I did it. I fed them to it. 

AUDREY 
(Sweetly) 
And that's what made it so big and strong 
and you so famous? 

SEYMOUR 
(He hates himself) 
I've done terrible things, but not to you, 
never to you. 

AUDREY 
But... 
(An idea dawns) 
I want you to, Seymour.

SEYMOUR 
What? 

AUDREY 
(Tenderly) 
When I die, which should be very shortly, 
give me to the plant so it can live to 
bring you all the wonderful things you 
deserve. 

SEYMOUR 
You don't know what you're saying-- 

AUDREY 
(Transfigured, she's Joan of Arc, 
Little Eva, Melanie Wilkes--going 
out in a blaze of angelic 
selflessness.) 
But I do. It's the one gift I can give 
you. And if I'm in the plant. Then I'm 
part of the plant. So in a way...we'll 
always be...together. 
(Sung quietly, with her dying 
breaths.) 
You'll wash my tender leaves 
You'll smell my sweet perfume 
You'll water me and care for me 
You'll see me bud and bloom. 
I'm feeling strangely happy now, 
Contented and serene. 
Oh, don't you see... 
Finally I'll be... 
Somewhere that's..... 
(She reaches toward the vision) 
Green! 

And she collapses. There, in the moonlight, under a 
streetlamp, she dies in his arms. 

MUSIC: -"The Death of Audrey", a chorale with angelic 
voices and string orchestra, underscores as SEYMOUR lifts 
his love from the ground. 

Behind him, through the shop window, we can see the POD 
open ceremoniously. 

ANGLE--SEYMOUR HOLDING AUDREY, POD IN BG

The POD emits beams of light now, plunging Seymour and his 
dead love into dramatic silhouette. He carries her slowly 
toward the source of light. 

INT--THE SHOP 

The mood is one of Wagnerian splendor. It's 
Gotterdammerung, as SEYMOUR ritualistically fulfills 
AUDREY's dying wish and places her gently, tenderly into 
the light-filled pod. 

He kneels, tears streaming down his cheeks, to see the act 
to completion. 

AUDREY slowly begins to slip further and further away from 
us, into the light beaming from the plant's "throat". 
At last, she's gone. 

SEYMOUR rises, destroyed, and runs from the shop-—-out onto 
the street. 

EXT--SKID ROW. 

SEYMOUR finds the first fire escape he can and climbs it. 

EXT--ROOFTOP 

MUSIC: the last notes of the "Death of Audrey" chorale 
trail off, giving way to TRAFFIC SOUNDS, as SEYMOUR 
reaches the top of the building, stumbles to the edge, and 
looks down. 

ANGLE--THE STREET--SEYMOUR'S P.O.V. 
It spins below him, of course. 

EXT-ROOFTOP 

SEYMOUR takes a deep breath and prepares to jump... 
When he hears a VOICE that stops him. 

VOICE (O.S.) 
Mr. Krelborn...Mr. Krelborn... 

SEYMOUR turns to see-—- 

PATRICK MARTIN, the midwestern businessman who approached 
him earlier, in the restaurant. We will neve know how he got there.

MARTIN 
Patrick Martin, Licensing and Marketing 
Division, World Botanical Enterprises. 
I've got a gilt-edged proposition for you, 
boy. 
SEYMOUR turns away and prepares once more to jump. 
SEYMOUR 
I'm not interested. 
MARTIN grabs him by the arm, holding on. 

These last 
mind. 

MARTIN 
It's a very simple licensing deal. Give it 
a listen, will ya? Whatdya have to lose? 
You've got one plant, right? And it's made 
you a mint, right? Fascinates everybody, 
right? So multiply by millions. How? I'm 
glad you asked. See, my firm wants to take 
leaf cuttings...develop little Audrey 
Twos...and sell them to florist shops 
across the nation. Why, pretty soon, 
every household in America could have one. 

These words echo is SEYMOUR's confused and frazzled 

ECHO 
Have one...have one...have one...have one... 

SEYMOUR shakes his head to banish the echo. Something 
begins to dawn on him. We hold in CLOSEUP ON SEYMOUR. 

MARTIN (CONT'D) 
Imagine it, boy, Audrey Twos--everywhere! 

ECHO 
Everywhere...everywhere...everywhere... 

MARTIN (CONT'D) 
It's supply and demand, kid. They like the 
plant. They've read about it, seen it in 
the papers, on TV. Believe you me, they'll 
buy the home version by the truckload. 
Why, with the right advertising--and World 
Botanical is just the firm to do it--this
thing could be bigger than hula hoops! 

SEYMOUR, suddenly possessed of complete understanding, 
repeats the words-- 

SEYMOUR 
Bigger than hula hoops. 

SEYMOUR'S face becomes a mask of rage and resolve. Without 
another word, he starts climbing down the fire escape. 
MARTIN has no idea what's going on. He construes it as 
garden-variety rudeness. 

MARTIN 
Mr. Krelborn...Mr. Krelborn...I'm not 
finished! 
(Shouts after him. Angry) 
Hey--we don't have to deal with you, you 
know. A god-damned vegetable's public 
domain! You ask our lawyers! Jeez, ya try 
to be a nice guy... 

EXT--SKID ROW 

SEYMOUR runs through the street, desperate to reach the 
shop. 

INT--THE SHOP 

SEYMOUR bursts through the door and faces the PLANT, which 
is even bigger, stronger, and healthier now. It dwarfs him 
completely. 

SEYMOUR 
Every household in America! That's what you had in mind all along, isn't it? 

AUDREY TWO 
(It's voice now an unearthly 
rumble) 
No shit, Sherlock. 

SEYMOUR 
We're not talking about one hungry plant 
here! We're talking about...World 
Conquest! 

AUDREY TWO 
You got it!

SEYMOUR 
Over my dead body! 

AUDREY TWO 
That's a distinct possibility! 

THE PLANT draws itself up to its full height and begins to 
sing some old-fashioned rock and roll. 

AUDREY TWO 
I used to hear the people talk about 
That old King Kong. 
They used to say he was the meanest, 
But them folks was wrong. 
He climbed the Empire State. 
(The buildin' ain't that big) 
Shoot, I could climb in half the time, 
But climbin' ain't my gig. 
I'm just bad! 
I'm real bad! 
I'm bad! 

As the song, "Bad" continues in V.O., we DISSOLVE TO: 

MONTAGE: SEYMOUR TRIES TO DESTROY THE MONSTER. 

First, we see SEYMOUR finding Mushnik's gun in the 
storeroom and loading it. 

AUDREY TWO (V.O. CONT'D) 
You know Godzilla was a monster, 
He was mighty mean. 
Now, even I had to respect him, 
Cause the boy was green. 
But when he said to me, 
'Hey, Audrey, you ain't all the tough,' 
I had to show that leapin' lizard 
I was tough enough! 

INT- THE SHOP 

SEYMOUR AIMS AND FIRES ON THE PLANT. 

AUDREY TWO (CONT'D) 
He said 'Gad!'

HE FIRES AGAIN. 

AUDREY TWO (CONT'D) 
'Don't get mad!' 

AND AGAIN. 

'Boy, you're bad!' 

THE BULLETS JUST BOUNCE OFF AS THE PLANT SINGS AWAY. 

EXT--SKID ROW 

SEYMOUR drags a huge tangle of electrical wire toward the 
shop. 

INT--SHOP BASEMENT. 

SEYMOUR connects the wire to a makeshift electrical 
generator he has hooked up. 

AUDREY TWO (CONT'D V.O.) 
(During the above) 
That's right, I'm bad! 

BACKUP VOICES (V.O.) 
Bad! 

AUDREY TWO (V.O.) 
Bad! 

BACKUP VOICES (V.O.) 
Bad! 

AUDREY TWO (V.O.) 
So I ain't worried 'bout your biggest guns 
I'm just too bad! 

BACKUP VOICES (V.O.) 
Bad! 

AUDREY TWO (V.O.) 
Bad! 

BACKUP VOICES (V.O.) 
Bad! 

AUDREY TWO (V.O.) 
I'm ten feet tall and weigh at least two tons!

INT--THE SHOP 
He decorates AUDREY TWO with the electrical wire as if the 
PLANT were a Christmas tree. 

AUDREY TWO (CONT'D V.O.) 
I'm extra bad 

AUDREY TWO's littler PODS sing backup as the big one sings 
lead. 

LITTLE PODS 
Bad! 

AUDREY TWO (CONT'D) 
Bad! 

LITTLE PODS 
Bad! 

AUDREY TWO (CONT'D) 
Go on and bitch and whine and wail and curse 
Too bad! I'm bad! 

LITTLE PODS 
Bad! 

AUDREY TWO (CONT'D) 
Bad! 

LITTLE PODS 
Bad! 

INT--THE BASEMENT 

SEYMOUR throws the switch on the generator. 

INT--THE SHOP 

Sparks fly and a surge of current goes through the PLANT, 
turning it into an X-Ray for a moment. But when it's over, 
the PLANT is perfectly intact. 

AUDREY TWO (CONT'D) 
And if you mess with me, 
I'll just get worse! 

EXT--SKID ROW

SEYMOUR connects a large coil of very fat firehose to a 
hydrant. 

He turns the hydrant on and fights with the unruly hose. 

AUDREY TWO (V.O. CONT'D) 
One day I met the Bride of Frankenstein, 
(So much for her) 
Just one encounter and she called me, 
'Mr. Audrey, sir.' 

SEYMOUR lets loose a powerful spray of water, which soaks 
the plant.... 

AUDREY TWO (CONT'D) 
So it's a cinch no puny baldy of a 
Botanist 
Is gonna be a half a match for me 
when I get pissed! 

INT--THE SHOP 

....But doesn't harm it in the least. 

AUDREY TWO (CONT'D) 
Got it Dad? 
You been had! 
Oh, I'm bad! 

INT--SHOP BASEMENT 

SEYMOUR drags an enormous crate--the kind you only see in 
movies—-labeled "DANGER: EXPLOSIVES" 

He starts rigging the detonator. 

AUDREY TWO (V.O. CONT'D) 
Some come and get me, kid, I dare you. 
Try and make your kill. 
I'll make you sorry you was messin' with 
my chlorophyll! 
I hope you're gettin' close to ready now 
to end this fuss. 
These foolish efforts to undo me is so 
te-di-ous. 

INT--THE SHOP. SEYMOUR plants the fuse and runs downstairs.

AUDREY TWO (CONT'D) 
See, all your methods are so corny, 
And so childish, 
And so undergrad. 
They just an exercise in stupid! 

INT--BASEMENT 

SEYMOUR pushes the plunger on the detonator--the BASEMENT 
ceiling caves in on him. 

INT--THE SHOP 

SEYMOUR--wounded, filthy, and exhausted, but alive--stands 
and surveys the devastation. 

The shop looks as if it had just survived the blitzkrieg. 
The walls are partially demolished, chunks of ceiling have 
caved in. The PLANT, however, is sooty but unscathed. It 
finishes its number in triumph. 

AUDREY TWO (CONT'D) 
Why not face it, Seymour 
I am 
Baa-aa-aad! 
(Spoken) 
Give up, Krelborn! 

SEYMOUR 
Never! 

THE PLANT laughs powerfully. The earth practically shakes 
as it does. 

SEYMOUR 
(Shouting IT down) 
Go ahead! Laugh! Laugh, if you want! 
(Quiet and grim) 
But you can't win. You won't win. Your 
kind never does. 

PLANT 
(Contemptuously) 
We been winnin' for years. 

SEYMOUR 
(Beside himself) 
You ate the only thing I ever loved! 

PLANT 
Too late! 

CLOSEUP: SEYMOUR as he makes his last and most important 
decision. Dramatic MUSIC underscores as He takes on the 
heroic stature of a mad prophet in the Bible...or Kevin 
McCarthy in Invasion of the Body Snatchers. He’ll stand and 
fight. 

SEYMOUR 
Maybe for her. Maybe for me. But the 
others. It's not too late for them. I'll 
warn 'em. I'll tell 'em you're coming! 
The human race won't take this lyin' down! 
And wherever you grow...Whatever you 
try...WE'LL BE WAITING FOR YOU! 

THE PLANT laughs. SEYMOUR turns frantically and runs. He's 
a man possessed now--a man with a mission. 

EXT--A TRAFFIC-FILLED CITY STREET. 

SEYMOUR runs out into the traffic, waving his arms and 
banging on car-windows. 

SEYMOUR 
They're coming! They're coming! Don't feed 
'em! Don't do it! Don't feed the plants! 

We PULL BACK to see that this street passes in front of a 
GREEK COLUMNED PUBLIC BUILDING, fronted by an IMPRESSIVE 
FLIGHT OF MARBLE STEPS. It could be a state-house, a 
church, or a monument. We don't know. But it's grand, 
awe-inspiring, and twin AMERICAN flags fly out front. 

At the top of the MARBLE STEPS, wearing green choir robes 
and looking very, very serious are CRYSTAL, RONETTE, and 
CHIFFON. 

As WE GET CLOSER to them, the image is something like 
Marion Anderson in triplicate, posed in front of the 
Lincoln Memorial. With serious, contralto-flavored Gospel 
fervor, they sing: 

GIRLS 
Subsequent to the events 
You have just witnessed 
Similar events in cities
Across America-- 

Still singing, the GIRLS begin ceremoniously descending 
the steps, getting closer and closer to the CAMERA. 

GIRLS (CONT'D) 
Events which bore a striking 
Resemblance 
To the ones you have just seen-- 
Began occurring! 

We MOVE from the GIRLS, back to the STREET in front of 
them, where a FLEET OF TRUCKS is passing by. On the side 
of each truck is printed the name: "WORLD BOTANICAL 
ENTERPRISES". And riding with the driver of the first 
TRUCK is PATRICK MARTIN. The girls continue in V.O.: 

GIRLS (V.O.) 
Subsequent to the events 
You have just witnessed, 
Unsuspecting jerks from Maine 
to California 
Made the acquaintance of a new breed 
of flytrap 
And got sweet-talked into feeding it 
Blood! 

EXT--THE BOMB-WRECKED SHOP. 

In a SHOT that deliberately parodies the truck-loading 
scene in "Body Snatchers", we see the above-mentioned TRUCKS, lining SKID ROW. 

PATRICK MARTIN supervises a crew of white lab-coated 
BOTANISTS in the taking of leaf cuttings. They are filling 
hundreds of small flower pots with cuttings from the 
AUDREY TWO, and loading them into the TRUCKS. 

CRYSTAL,RONETTE, AND CHIFFON, still wearing green choir 
robes, stand in the foreground and sing into the CAMERA: 

GIRLS (CONT'D) 
Thus the plants worked their terrible will 
Finding jerks who would feed them their 
fill. 
And the plants proceeded to grow... 
And grow... 

LONG SHOT--AN INTERSTATE HIGHWAY. A FLEET OF WORLD

BOTANICAL ENTERPRISES TRUCKS, each one filled with AUDREY 
TWO CUTTINGS, drives down the highway. 

GIRLS (CONT'D. V.O.) 
And begin what they came here to do 
Which was essentially to... 

ONE OF THE TRUCKS pulls off at an exit sign, marked: 
CLEVELAND. THE GIRLS are seen, standing by the highway exit. 

GIRLS (CONT'D) 
Eat Cleveland! 
ANOTHER TRUCK pulls off at an exit sign, marked: DES 
MOINES. The GIRLS are standing by that exit too. 

GIRLS (CONT'D) 
And Des Moines! 

And A THIRD pulls off at an exit sign marked: PEORIA. The 
GIRLS are there. 

GIRLS (CONT'D) 
And Peoria!

A fourth pulls off at one marked: BEL AIR. The GIRLS 
follow suit. 

GIRLS (CONT'D) 
And Bel Air! 

And last but not least, a FIFTH TRUCK pulls off at an exit 
sign marked: ANYTOWN U.S.A. The GIRLS stand by the exit as 
the CAMERA zooms in CLOSE on them. 

GIRLS (CONT'D) 
(Spoken with wide eyes and 
terror-filled demeanor.) 
AND WHERE YOU LIVE!!!!

EXT--A LARGE GARDEN SHOP in a suburban shopping mall. An 
enormous sign out front reads: "AUDREY TWOS FOR SALE 
HERE!" A CROWD is gathered outside, waiting to get in. 

SEYMOUR pushes his way frantically through the CROWD.
 
INT--GARDEN SHOP

Hundreds of people fight like housewives in Filene's 
Basement, clamoring to buy the myriad of smallish AUDREY 
TWOS on display. 

SEYMOUR charges in and starts trying to rip THE PLANTS 
away from people in the check-out line, causing a great 
ruckus. 

CHORUS (V.O.) 
(During the above action) 
They may offer you fortune and fame, 
Love and money and instant acclaim, 
But whatever they offer you-- 
Don't feed the plants! 

INT--A ROADSIDE DINER 

SEYMOUR, bleeding and torn from his battle to Save the 
World, is having a cup of coffee to re-fuel, when he sees 
a WAITRESS accidentally cut herself while chopping 
celery.—- 

THE WAITRESS moves directly toward a small, open-mouthed 
AUDREY TWO, inconspicuously potted by the register. 

SEYMOUR climbs over the counter to stop her! A GANG OF 
TRUCKERS pulls him off. More ruckus. 

CHORUS (V.O.) 
(During the above action) 
They may offer you lots of cheap thrills! 
Fancy condos in Beverly Hills, 
But whatever they offer you-- 
Don't feed the plants! 

LONG-SHOT: A SUBURBAN HOUSING DEVELOPMENT, not unlike 
AUDREY'S "Somewhere That's Green." In the window of each 
cheesebox home, an AUDREY TWO (or two or three or four) is 
planted in a window box. 

SUDDENLY, all of the PLANTS begin to grow...and grow...and 
grow, until their vines and pods all-but obscure the houses. 

CHORUS (V.O.) 
Lookout! 
Here comes Audrey Two! 
Lookout!

CLOSEUP: An gargantuan POD, singing: 

AUDREY TWO 
Here I come for you! 

PULL BACK to reveal that this POD is at the center of a 
mind-boggling mass of leaves, vines, tendrils, smaller 
pods, and roots, moving down a semi-demolished CLEVELAND 
STREET, toward us. 

CHORUS (V.O.) 
Here I come for 
Here I come for 
Here I come for 
you!!!!

PULL BACK FURTHER to reveal that SEYMOUR is leading A 
DETACHMENT OF OHIO NATIONAL GUARDSMEN--complete with 
bayonets, tanks, and machine guns--in a no-holds-barred 
frontal attack on the monster. 

CHORUS (V.O.) 
(During the above) 
Hold your hat and hang onto your soul! 
Something's comin' to eat the world whole! 
If we fight it we've still got a chance! 

BOMBERS fly into view OVERHEAD. 

CHORUS (V.O. CONT'D) 
But whatever they offer you! 

SEYMOUR, on a walkie-talkie, orders them to drop the bombs.
 
SEYMOUR 
FIRE! 

CHORUS (V.O.) Though they're sloppin' the trough for you! 

BOMBS explode. The PLANT could care less. It keeps moving 
across the DEMOLISHED URBAN LANDSCAPE toward us. 

CHORUS (V.O.) 
Please whatever they offer you, 
Don't feed the Plants!

LONG-SHOT. DOWNTOWN CLEVELAND is arrayed before the 
ravenous POD of AUDREY TWO, which has now grown tall as a 
medium-sized skyscraper. THE POD OPENS: 

CHORUS (V.O.) 
Don't Feed The 
Pla-ah-ants! 

As the OFFSCREEN CHORUS holds the last note, DOWNTOWN 
CLEVELAND is swept inside the MONSTER'S GAPING MAW. The 
effect is something like an enormously powerful 
vacuumcleaner, a sucking wind that pulls everything--trees, 
buildings, and people toward AUDREY TWO. 

ANGLE--SEYMOUR, CLINGING TO A LAMP-POST FOR DEAR LIFE, AS 
THE CITY IN THE BG IS EATEN. 

His face is full of the knowledge of what he and God have 
wrought as the words "THE END" appear in dripping red 
letters on the screen...followed by the traditional: 

"?!?!?"